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ADVERTISEMENT. 



In the advertisement to this volume^ the Editor of 
the Poetical Register has little more to do than to 
express his gratitude to the Public, for the patromgKi 
he has already received^ and to his poeticd fri^ula^ 
for the ready and generous assistance by which he hm 
been enabled to obtain that general patronage^ vitixh 
is so flattering to the preceding volumes^ and^ con* 
sequently^ to those who have contributed to their 
formation. He trusts that the favour of the Public 
will keep pace with the exertions he has made to de* 
serve it. 

To his correspondents^ he cannot too stroi^Iy re* 
present the necessity of sending their contributions as 
early as possible. The present volume has been de- 
layed some months^ by the Editor not having received^ 
in time^ some promised assistance. From the same 
cause^ many productions^ which would have added 
to the worth of this volume are now delayed till the 
appearance of the next. As the Poetical Register 
for 1804 must be put to press in a short time^ the 
editor earnestly requests^ that all conmiunications for 
it may be sent without delay. 



IV 



For the omission of Poetical Biography^ the Editor 
must plead the same excuse that he pleaded last 
year : the materials have beeu wanting. The diffi* 
culty^ at least in part^ will^ he has every reason to 
believe, be removed before the pubUcation of the 
next volume, and the omission will then be suppUed. 

Correspondents will have the kindness to send their 
contributions as early as possible, addressed to the 
Editor, at Messrs. Rivingtons. To prevent mis- 
takes, they are desired to specify, whether their 
pieces are intended for the Original or Fugitive Po- 
etry. It is also requested that those persons who 
employ the hand of another to copy their poems, 
will, before they send them to the Editor, ascertain 
the correctness of the copy ; as the Editor does not 
think himself authorized to make alterations in what 
he receives ; and cannot be answerable for the blun- 
ders of an amanuensis : this hint will not offend 
those who know, that even the alteration of a letter 
nill often leave something like sense, though it mar^ 
completely the sense of the author. 
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Oh form*d alike for Virtue and Delight, 

To Reason lovely, as to Fancy bright! 

Thy Friend has seen, with fond enquiring eyes. 

The hopeful buds of every virtue rise, 

Like beauteous plants, that in some happy soil, 

With opening flowers repay the gardener's toil. 

A prattling infant when you grasp'd my knee. 

Oft I foretold what womanhood should be ; 

Delighted, mark'd your innocence and truth. 

In playful childhood, and ingenuous youth ; 10 

And saw you rise, mature in virgin charms. 

To fill the gazer's heart with fond alarms. 

In thought, I saw you, thro' domestic life. 

Give the fair pattenx of the faultless wife ; 

* For the first Episde, see P. Begister, Vol. 1802, p. 90. 
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And teach th' unhallow'd Libertine to find > 
The wond'rous value of the female mind. 

Angelic soother of the mental storm. 
What winds can ruffle, or what waves deform, 
When woman smiles to bid the turmoil cease, 
The halcyon of the soul announcing peace i 20 

Why fr6m that heav'nly destination range, 
A fatal Siren, with pernicious change, 
]^esi8tless all, whose fraudful song prevails. 
On life's rude ocean, as we spread the sails ? — 
The helm abandon'd, the frail barks are tost. 
On rocks, where Fortitude and Fame are lost ; 
Where greedy monsters, lurking in the caves, 
Devour the wretches that escape the waves. 
Oh never shall my dear Miranda prove 
False to the presage of parental love. 30 

Oh never shall that sweet angelic face, 
Her airy form, that beams celestial grace. 
The cherub lips, where sweetest music flows, 
Become the messengers of pain and woes : 
The darling boon, that heav'n itself imparts, 
Become the fiend of agonizing hearts. 
In Thee the virtues take such lasting root, 
That widely shall they spread, and fairly shoot, 
And strong, with inborn hardihood, defy 
The scowling thunders of Misfortune's sky. 40 

Thine pity, for the wretched prone to grieve, . 
Awake to see, and thoughtful to relieve ; 
Instinctive wisdom, and unstudied skill, 
And purity untaught, that shrinks from ill ; 
And sportive fancy thine, and taste refin'd, 
The flowers and ornaments of blooming mind. 
Like vernal blossoms, changeful, bright, and gay, 
Sudden and sweet, the young ideas play. 



My child, ray lov'd Miranda^ ne'er forget, 
To bounteous heaT^n how mighty is thy debt. 50 

Each fair endowment, every radiant grace, 
That shines contest, in person, mind, or face, 
Becomes a claim, an obligation breeds. 
To praise the Donor, in thy virtuous deeds. 
And all the more you see your form and mind, 
The perfect archetype of womankind. 
The more be present to your pious thought. 
With what hi^ purposes her birth is frau^^t ; 
How lovely woman, with congenial art. 
Supreme in softness, sways the human heart, 60 

Yielding to bind, and pliant to controul 
Unfelt dominion o'er the rudest soul ; 
How high her rank, her duties, and her place. 
Her mwful influence on the rising race ; 
What good, what ills her chequered state attend. 
And how to shun those ills, the good extend. 

With song to wake thee to the hallowed task. 
The noblest effort of the Muse would ask. — 
Full many a Bard of old and modem song. 
Records the glories of the female throng. 70 

Among the first, the tweet Athenian Bee *, 
That cull'd the flowers of mournful melody. 
Has trac'd die toenes, that bear Akettis' name, 
That brightest monument of female feme ; 
Heroic Tenderness encountering Death, 
The cootort fondly prodigal of breath,— 
Tho' Being draws her by the strongest ties. 
And all the forms of earthly comfort rise.— > 
Behold, her children weep around the flair ; 
Her arms alternate fold die little pair; 80 

• Euripides. 
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She leeb their bbndishiiients a ptng imput; 
Their infant cbsfMi^ thrill the heart of heart; 
The mother yielding to the wife alone. 
She bnrUft existence with a smile, and groan. 

Foil many a matron graces private life. 
Whose virtues vie with that illustrious wife ; 
But pfivale worth is lost to mortal ears, 
ItTs praise is heard above the starry spheres. 

Theey dear Mirandoj natlire form'd to grace 
The fairest stations of the female race. 9^ 

The gentle feelings, and affections mild, 
*rhe placid virtues of the duteous child. 
Give early pledge of every virtuous part, 
£ach kind affection of the social heart. 
When, with thy years thy duties shall expand. 
And blessings flow diffusive from thy hand ; 
When wedded love shall come, a ballow'd goest. 
And grave new lessons on the throbbing breast 
With golden shaft ; — the tender nuptial care. 
The fond solicitude that parents share. lOOi 

Believe me, love, the cruel fiends, in wrath 
With varied perib will beset thy path. — 
Delusive pleasures all around may teem. 
And wrap thy senses in a fatal dream ; 
Ev'n thou, perhaps, thus heaVnly feir, mayst prove- 
The keenest pangs of unrequited love ; 
The hollow friend, th' insidious flatterer's tongue^ 
And slander, prompt the fairest feme to wrong ; 
The vapid ridicule on goodness thrown. 
May torture thee, with vices not thine own. 
I cannot think that a polluted guest 
Shall ever bide within thy hallowed breast ; 
The rage of pleasure, or the thirst of gain. 
Whose deadly force perverts the female train. — llO 
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Aud, haply, yet a more prevailing cAuse 

Of bold deflexion from deconim's laws. 

That fools a woman to her highest bent. 

The strange affected thing, called Ssntiii£KT| 

Cloaked in the specious garb of good and fair.-— . 

lliis to restrain requires your wakeful care»~ 

The worst illusions that the spirit stain. 

In Virtue's namie unquestioned entrance gain. 

— Oh Sentiment, thou comprehensive name ! 

Spleen, Vapours, Spite, Ill-humour, am'rous flame ; 

Pride, Superstition, Vanity > Caprice ! — 121 

Ape of all virtues, nurse of eveiy vice ! 

Thou something) loosing moral ties by stealth. 

Thou sore disease^ beneath the name of health ! 

Compendious tharter of imposing fools, 

That diecent order wound, and sober rules ! 

How are our follies privileged by thee, 

Thou elder sister of divine Eimui ! 

Thro' thee we scold, we rave, we laugh, we cry, 

We love, we hate; and all, we scarce know why. 130 

Behold the sentimental Lady's mind. 
With flimsy novels, like a band-box liu'd ; 
While the thin froth of all the trash she's read, 
Whipp'd up by Fancy fills the giddy head. 
Divinely languid now the fair appears ; 
And now the crest of frantic spirit rears. 
Now the low muffled bell announcing deaths 
Now the loud clarion's spirit-stirring breath. 
In pangs ideal of her own creation, 
She runs thro' every form of exclamation, 140 

The modes of speech, for vulgar mortals made, 
Exalted sentiments, like ben, degrade.—* 
No common feelings in her bosom reigp. 
Eternal trance of Measure, or of pain : 

B4 
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Alike th' infernal and seraphic dreamt 

Delight the spirit studious of extremes.— 

Transient alike the sorrow and the joy ; 

But, His a theme which may the tongue employ^ 

From coral lips bid tuneful nonsense flow, 

And the fair torm in graceful postures show. — 150 

Lord ! with what scorn she marks the vulgar crew. 

That rest in common-sense, like me and you I 

Poor wretched beings, stupidly content, 

That shun the charming pangs of Sentiment ! — 
" Who can the dull unfeeling things endure ? — 
** Tis vastly horrid ! — vastly, to be sure !" 
But when two sentimental spirits meet ! — 
For scorn and ridicule, oh what a treat ! 

" Sir, your address, so winning and so stealing/'-— 
*' And, dearest creature, you have so much feeling"— 
** Oh, my detir Miss, your sentiments divine l6l 
** Are something, exquisite, sublime, and fine.''*— 
*^ Ah, Sir, with you to taste, without controul, 
** The feast of Reason, and the flow of soul ! 
^< Sure in one mould kind Nature formed our hearts/' 
" — Miss, you have genius" — Oh, Sir, you have parts ! 
** What transport were it» on some lonely steep, 
** With thee, my fair, to tend the fleecy sheep ; 
" To listen to Uie soft JEolian lyre, 
** Or hear the cricket chirrup from the fire/' — 170 
" Oh, DamoHy where you tread, contentment beams ; 
'' The wild a court, the cot a palace seems. 
^^ Supremely happy was that Age of Gold, 
** Ere Priests were known« or Licences were sold ! 
** No parent's mandate then inspired a dread ; 
** No marriage treaty was on sheep-skin spread !" — 

Thus in a mental air-balloon they ride. 
Towering o'er Pradence, and from Reason wide. 



Their first excursion is to Gretna^een^ 

Thea to the cottage, aud sequester'd scene. 180 

Thence, soon invei^ed by some ruling stcu*. 

In search of Sentiment they wander far. 

Till many a region of romance o'erpast. 

In DoCToa's-CoMMONs they come down at last. 

Oh may my fair her destiny fulfil : 
Heav'n guard her youth from every touch of. ill.!-r- 
From blighting Sickness, from Misfortune's storm. 
From all that may the frame or soul deform ! 
Bid her in beauty, health, and virtue shine, 
A present, worthy of a hand divine ; I90 

And give her, to reward the virtuous breast. 
That feels, and estimates her worth the best. 
Thrice happy man ! whom bounteous Heav'n ordains, 
To find such partner of his joys and pains. 
To find a treasure that in price outshines 
The richest jewel of Golconda^s mines. 
Th' expanding bosom is with godhead fraught. 
Some spirit whispers to prophetic ^thought : 
" Thro' length of days, and all the social ties, 
** Miranda shall in worth and virtue risQ : 1^00 

^* And mild Devotion pour a steady light, 
^* To guide her footsteps to the fair and right. 
'^ An Angel, soaring to the Sister Choir, 
'* With template lustre, of etherial fire. 
** In converse with her Maker, may she find 
" The purest pleasure of the reasoning mind.'' 
I "know, Miranda^ that with pious awe 
Thy youth was nurtured in thy Maker's Law ; 
Parental care, jfrom dny to day, imprest 
The Gospel Precepts on thy tender breast. 210 

Thro' all exertions that thy doom may ask, . 
ISnch arduous trial, ev^ry doubtful task ; 
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Hold fast the words of peace, and never part 
The healing comfort from thy faithful heait ; 
Thy consoUtion in the hour of pain ; 
Thme amulet against th' infectious train 
Of follies, warping on the sultry wind, 
When Fortune's treacherous gales relax the mind ; 
Thy polar star, when crouds are led astray. 
Thy rest, by night, thy counsellor, by day. 
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THE TOBACCONIST. 

EPISTLE THE THIRD. 
Supposed to be written from a Poet to his Friendm 



ABGUM£NT OF THE POEM. 

Exordinm— Dissuasives of the Author's Friend from writing Verfte 
— ^unavailing — ^The Author determines to write — ^possest at fint 
with high notions of the dignity of the poetical character an^ 
desire of future fame — Changes his way of thinking — wishes to 
render the profession of a Poet prpfitabl^^vfuigiu* projects fot 
that purpose — ^Dedication and flattery of .unwortfa/ rich men— » 
fails — and why — He determines tben« to cultivate and praisr 
the Jews — m vain — Fruitless attempts in Ae horrible stile of the 
German— Resolves to write satire— Two popular models, at pr«- 
-sent— Peter Pindar* and the Audior of Pumits of Literature — 
Discouragements to satirical wririags -thp cause — Proceeds to 
write for the Stage — ^Many rival pandidates for public favpui^^ 
Perversion of public taste — Tries Tragedy and Comedy — suc- 
ceeds in nei ther " C flttteaptiKnn qurit or -Ihe'lfuiagen-^tffH 
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nagcrs eompved to plants in romance — ugly tricks of Managnt 
— l)isapp(Nnted in his hopes of encouragement from the Book- 
sellers — reflections on the occasion — ^Authors of birth and fashioa 
— The practice of antient Poets who declaimed their own Tvrsea 
commended— Author wishes to imitate it — ^Tbe Author repro- 
bates the idea of becoming a minor Poet» as an introduction into 
the circles of soi disant wits— and readers — The Difficulty of 
writing well under the pressure of poverty — and petty distresses. 
— Some reflections on the character of Alexander Pope — Friendly- 
invitation of a Tobacconist to reside with him — and become his 
Shopman — ^Author gladly accepts it — and renounces Poetry. 

While my green years puraued^ with idle aim, 

The fleeting phantoms of poetic fame, 

Replete with many a charm, and many a wile^ 

To siren rocks, and the Circaan Isle ; 

Oft have I heard thy monitory vein, 

Full oft thy voice recall'd me from the train. 

Lost was the warning voice on witless youth ; 

But added years and pains have felt it's truth* 

Thy lessons now recur to sting the soul, 

Strong for remorse, tho' feeble for controul. 10 

The cares and sorrows printed on my brow^ 
My head declining with a weight of snow. 
My hopes and projects running all to waste. 
Have taught me rhyme is foolishness at last ; 
That deadly blights attend Aonit^s dew; 
More baneful far the laurel than the yew, 
For pain and scorn, and penury invade 
Th' incautious man that slumbers in it's shade. 
Why was I tempted with Icarian flight, 
To lise adventurous to the source of light ? 20 

My treacherous pinions scattered wide in air, 
■ Deep am I plun^d in oceans of despair. 
No more the f<^rms of GOODi^and fair to see, 
Or catch the sound of ieraph miitstri^liy. 
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'*Why have I swell'd the trump of epic song ? 

Why caird in sable weeds the gliding throng, 

iWhose fates ennobled by the Grecian stage, 

•In tuneful bosoms wake poetic rage ? — 

What are the fruits of all my life's proud aim ? — 

To toil for Glory, and to find it shame ; — 30 

To feel the scorn that in these gothic times. 

Looks down contemptuous on the man of rhymes.— 

Wise was my mother : — ^when I was a boy. 

And scribbled verses with an idle joy, 

She chid me daily as a thriftless fool ; 

And daily urg'd to learn the golden rule. 

Then, earliest friend *,tho' proud and rash and young, 

With reverential awe to thee I clung; 

My kindling bosom chose thee from the croud, 

My conscious spirit to thy talents bow'd. 4> 

The firm Comutus of my thoughtless age. 

The lov'd companion and the guiding sage, 

When life before me lay a doubtful maze. 

Thy sense mature diffused the temperate ray^ : 

But envious Demons thine ascendant crost. 

And wisest aims, and fairest hopes were lost. 

Oft I recall, in bitterness of heart, 

Thy grave invective 'gainst the tuneful art. 

Go, pile thy hearth with faggots, let it blaze 
The fun'ral structure of thy darling lays ; 50 

Or deep entomb thy labours in a chest. 
Retreat of spiders, worms and moths to feast.-— 
** Who deals in verses, drives with idle hand« 
<* Th' unthrifty plough along the barren sand. 
Who feeds on laurel, finds it bitter food. 
Infusing poison thro' the vital blood. — 

* i(« tibi snpporai, dec. Psksitf^. 
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** Would'st thou in age and poverty repent, 

•* The mighty lavish of thy years miipent ? 

** No rather try, ivhiie vigour swells thy veins, 

^* The manual arts that lead to honest gains. 60 

" A waggon drive, or delve the stubborn field, 

" Or (still more general task) a musket wield. — 

" No more, my friend, the hopeless victim pine, 

^' Of exil'd PluebttSy and the exploded Nine, 

*^ Despised adherent of a ruin'd cause, 

** The Quixote champion of subverted laws; 

An emigrant from Wisdom's fair domain. 

As mad and hopeless as the Gallic train, 

Go, seek in death a remedy for pain. 
** Scorn the vain echos of poetic fame; 70 

'* And learn to thrive on profitable shame. 
<' The Muse's livery, on the modern plan, 
*^ Is the sole livery that degrades the man. 
** No — ^hadst thou sprung, by dextrous crime or luck, 
<< Obscene, and leeking from the dunghill's muck; - 
** Unblushing pandar, senatorian crimp, 
<* In form a porter, and in soul a pimp ; 
** Had Fortune's worst caprice thy lot ordainM, 
*^ The wealth and state that Mnobarhw gainM ; 
" Had " Lottery Office," blazon'd at thy door, 
<' Mark'd thee, the licens'd plunderer of the poor; 81 
**' Whose starry lamps wide on the darkness flame, 
'* And wretches lure to shipwreck and to shame ; 
it .Wert thou the meanest of the human race, 

A cheat, like Sempill, as AquartMM base ; 

Yet mayst thou clamber on thy bags of gold. 

And mount where honours can be bought and sold. 

Tell me, abode of all that's mean and great, 
** Prolific parent of the sage and ^heat. 
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'' Tell me, proud Britam^ can the globe display, SO 
** A spot where gold usurps an equal sway ? 
** Ere general apathy on genius frown'dy 
** The poet's praise a ready market found. 
'' Then, stocks and stones had ears for polisb'd song i 
'^ And dedications charm'd the titled throng. 
*' The dews of flattery could a meal afford, 
^^ And lent existence to some nameless Lord.' 
** While fiivour'd verse a twofold hunger fed— 
'* With praise the patron's, and the bard's with bread. 
But such the spirit of our golden times, lUO 

Ev'n lordly littleness is proof to rhymes ; 
** And splendid poverty wUl scarce allow 
** The barren tribute of a courtly bow. 
** Fve read '* kcm tkingi inammate hoot nunfd^' — 
" Ariot^s lyre ev'n oddest fishes lov'd ; 
** Hope not applause from senators and peers, 
^ For tuneful song no modem Log has Ears ; 
^ In vain the Muse essays her softest mood, 
** For untam'd beasts of city, field, or wood. 
** To them no music like the charming strain, 110 
« Of " Hear ktm—hear *im"— or of " Seven's tie 

Mam."— 
** Ye famish, Bards^ attend to hunger's call ; 
^ And stain no paper — ^but to hang a wall. 
^ Let Fancy there her wildest freaks display, 
*' Her forms luxuriant, and her colours gay ; 
*' Bid airy pinions fan the buxom skies, 
** Where Crreciam fanes on hills aerial rise, 
*^ In myriads pour the plastic forms around, 
^' That Darwm*s new philosophy has found. 
** Let Fawns and Oreads croud in silent rings, 120 
'** And Silphs and Cupids spread the purple wing?. 
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<* With insect joys, papilionacebus Love, 

<< Possess the flowret ; in the herbage move. 

**' Bid sapient riVlets find the level true, 

** And tender violets weep from eyes so blue, 

** While the tall mountain lifts the radiant head, 

'^ And fondly smiles th' enamour'd grove to wed. 

'* Let such productions on thy paper rise ; 
*^ Admission thou may'st win to courtly eyes* 
** Work by the room, and publish by the yard ; 130 
'* And golden harvests shall the toil reward." 

Such was thy Sermon, in sarcastic vein ; 
Could youth have listened to the wholesome strain.—- 
But Self-conceit essayed her treacherous art; 
And pedant Pride possessM th' inflated heart.— 
** The laureird portrait, and the lean rewards, 
** That late Posterity assigns to Bards, 
** I too, perhaps, with nameless names may (daim, 
'^ The slender palm of biographic fame, 
** The honours posthunoous of days to come, 140 
'^ The portly quarto and the pompous tomb ; 
*^ And future chissels may in marble trace 
** The meagre graces of the ^Eunish'd face.-*- 
** For well 1 know, tho' these fastidious times 
" The living Poet starve, and scorn his rhymes, 
*^ With keen research they seek ev'n trash that bears 
** The sacred fiat of revolving years ; 
" And rake the dust, with antiquarian rage, 
" For Grub-street Rhymers of a> distant age •. 
" The Bard (said I) superior to the train, 150 

Who pours no vulgar prostituted strain. 
Nor basely crouches to the little proud, 
" Nor seeks poor plaudits from th' unlettered croud ; 

* £. g. The republicatum of Welstedy Mynot, and other for- 
gotten writers. 
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'' The genuine ofispring of celestial line, 

*^ AVhose powers we feel, hot hardly can define, 

^^ Exulting rises o'er the present scorn, 

^ And hears the praise of myriads yet unborn.^— 

For all my notions to Romance belonged. 

And classic visions to my fancy throng'd. 

Awhile the dreams, in youthful foncy bred, l60 
Made me forget that Poets must be fed ;— - 
But riper yearn awak'd prudential thought. 
And love of gain within my bosom wrought* 
Then project rose on project in my mind. 
Some solid pudding with my praise to find. — 
Oh, never Jew has speculated more 
In bubble plans, to realize a store ! 
The tragic farce of disappointn>ent hear, 
The tale, my friend, deserves thy pitying ear. 

*^ I've re^ in books our ancestors have told, 170 
^' How peets flatter'd in the days of old *. 
*^ Ev'n to a penny in minute narration, 
** 1 see what Dryden earn'd by dedication. 
** Mine be the wisdom, that examples give. 
** I too, perhaps, may dedicate and thrive. 
*^ I'll cultivate the needy great, 'and live. 
Some conscious Nabci^ or some upstart peer, 
May 8Ug1( in flattery with a greedy ear. — 
Some wealthy wretch, with murd'rous guilt opprest. 
May lay the fiatt'ring unction to his breast. 1 80 
** Delusive Hope ! — behold the rival band 
Oppose thy progress, and besiege his hand. 
Cringe as thou wilt, be prostitute and mean, 
To nauseous flatt'ry stoop, or song obscene ; 
^* When impious mirth is hurl'd against the skies, 
And decency and God alike defies ; — 

* See the •ccurate labours of Mr. Mftlone. 
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The stews and senate prostitutes aiford. 
That better suit the pfdate of my Lord. — 
Tho', rising thick, the fumes of guiltless bloody 
Snatch from his sight the hope of heav'nly good ; 19O 
And murder, stalking, with a crimson die. 
Stinks like the shambles, and infects the sky ; 
Cold-blooded savage ! can his fierce despair, 
" Find consolation in the good or fair ? 
'' Or prize, case-harden'd to contempt of fame^ 
*^ Poetic incense, that embalms a name f 
" Can Flattery lull th' undying worm to sleep ? 
" Or gliding spectres from his pillow keep ?^— 
*^ No, swinish revels, and th' oblivious bowl, 
'^ With opiate influence, tranquillize the souL 200 
** His utmost hope, to find a doom, that suits 
'* His abject spirit, with the kindred brutes/' 

Then to Duke's-place I led the wandering Muse, 
And hop'd to shine the Laureat of the Jews. 
In vain I sung to Circumsion's ears.— 
I gained no plaudits from the Bulls and Bean* 
Tho' fishes strange and monstrous there I found ; 
I fail'd to draw them with poetic sound. 
The place was occupied : to charm the breed, 
Already sings an Israelite indeed. 210 

The glories of the tribes his ^trains rehearse/ 
In * prose high sounding, and in numerous verse ; 
With noblest aims, how old cast cloaths men swell-^ 
What generous sentiments in brokers dwell. 

Repuls'd from hence, not finally dismay^d^— 
^' Let other efforts my finances aid. 
** The nursery prescribes poetic law, 
** And tales of terror all attention draw.— 

* See different essays in theObsenrer* and the character of 
Skem, 
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Coorage (thoo^t I) a different toil l^Q know^ 
^ And try my strength at tUe Temtaiiie bow : 220 

^ The Muse's robe in pitch and brimstone steeps 
** And call up ^irits from the vasty deep, 
^* RawheadSy and bloody-bones, with eyes of fire, 
** Gordon, and Hydra, and Chimera dire, 
^ Th' ingredients of the witches' cauldron brew, 
** And rake for tales the shambles, and the stew ; 
^ The musing Legends in my volume croud — 
** The glaring spectre, and the goiy shroud ; 
^ The ghost, patrolling round ^e buried gold ; 
^ The predous souls to palt'ring Demons sold ; 230 
** The maid in manger pendulous for love, 
^ The babes Mrth-strai^ed in the blasted grove.** — 
All these, and more, in penny books I sought ; 
And wove the woof, as German masters taught. — 
In vain I wove— my labour ran to waste. — 
Some seed of conunon sense — some spice of taste 
Arranged an incident, or fil'd a word ; 
And robb'd my labours of the grand absurd.— 

** Well— Satire opens an exhaustless field, 
** That golden harvests to the bard may yield. 240 
'' All ranks, all sects, the copious theme afford ; 
** From college Pedants to the mitred Lord. 
^ And sharp invective purchasers must find, 
** -While spite and malice sway the human mind. 
^* Come splendid bile, and forge iambics keen 
*^ Plunge deep in gall, and coin the writer's spleen. 
** But rival masters imitation claim — 
** Unlike their manner, equal is their fame. 
^* The Muse of Pindar^ with an harpy sway, 
^^ Impure, and hungry, pounces on it's prey. 250 
** Nor seeks a being in the days to come, 
^' Nor prizes plaudits of the future Rome. 
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<* A monument of Genius run to waste, 

^* A living instance of perverted taste, 

<< A meal, a coat, to him, are more than praise, 

^* The Satirist, and Satire of our days. — 

<' With talents bom to reach an height sublime, 

'' The Booksellers alone inspire his rhyme* 

*^ What useful lesson to the giddy throng, 

*f What moral precept digmfies tiie song ? — 260 

<< Not the grave censor, but th' envenom'd foei 

^' Intemperate rage his ribbald railing? show. 

<' Fierce as a tiger, trifling as an ape, 

<' The men he mangles, while their crimes escape. 

<' Vulgar in style, in sentiment obscene, 

** Alike he fastens on the great and mean. 

** Thus, the squat bull-dog, lurching thro^ the streets, 

*' For blood and mischief, springs on all he meets ; 

*^ Now, thro' the mire the grov'ling swine he pulls ; 

<< Now, rends the nostrils of the lordly bulls. 270 

<' The thought appalls my feeble nerves and mind. 

*< What, I commence the scourge of human kind ! 

'^ By nature timid, cautious of Uie bar, 

** Shall I provoke the pugilistic war ? — 

'* In shops, or streets, eventful combat try, 

" And gain a law-suit, or a livid eye ? — 

'^ I turn disgusted, where, with rival aim, 
** Piir«ift> of Lt^era^tf re attention claim. — 
*^ Shall I rush forth vindictive war to wage, 
*' For Church and State, with more than h^ly rage ? 
^* Grammarians tax, and Democrats defy, 281 

*^ And show my zeal for Greek — and Loyalty } 
^^ My name alone, with caution, be concealed ; 
**' My rank and calling in broad hints reveal'd ; 
** Half, like the moon, my doubtful visage shroud; 
^' Emergent half, from the mysterious cloud, 

c 2 
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'^ In clear obscure, a known unknown appear^ 

** At once consulting vanity and fear ; — 

^' In learned dust, and pedant cobwebs lie, 

" And point the sting with scorpion cruelty ?— 290 

^^ What, imitate the slave of proud conceit ? 

^' The shallow mind with airy visions cheat ? 

'' In fond self-love, like vain NarcUius pine ? 

*^ And think the palms of verse, and genius mine ? 

** Alas, such models have no charms for me, 

^^ Who want their learning, from their malice free. 

*^ Foe to concealment, I disdain a mask ; 

" sNor, swa/d by enmities, a ponyard ask ; 

*' But, arm'd with thunders of the VoUdan bard *, 

" To vice and folly deal their due reward. 300 

^' My censures shall confound the guilty throng ; 

" And virtuous bounty pay the moral song/'— 

Delusive hope ! tho' diese corrupted times 
Invite the painful touch of caustic rhimes ; 
Far, far is satire from it's sway remov'd, 
That surly guardian by the Muses lov'd.— 
The callous heart, which sometimes felt of yore. 
Is touch'd, and sham'd by ridicule no more. 
We laugh a moment, when, in bold relief, 
Invective shows the prostitute, or thief; 510 

And when the hunted miscreant rushes by. 
Like giddy sportsmen join the common cry. 
The momentary laugh enjoy'd, and past ; 
Where rests the height of obloquy at last ? 
Not on th' offence — it's memory is fled. 
It sinks, redoubled, on the Poet's head. 
Safe, in their multitude, offenders croud. 
Of verse disdainful, against censure loud ; 

* JttTenah 
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In manners soft, in natare hard as steel. 

Without a head to think, or heart to feel, 320 

Glaz'd o'er by cold refinement's hollow frost, 

Th' essential traits of character are lost. 

Fear, affectation, fashion, and grimace, 

Give a false varnish, and a common face ; 

And vainly Wit her shining falchion draws, 

When modish Vice becomes a public cause ; 

When giant crimes, that stalk in open noon, 

Find Truth a libel. Satire a lampoon. 

The hoary letchers, and adul'trous wives. 

Should print, perchance, display their pictur*^ lives. 

Their virtue startles at the loose details ; 330 

Their pious rage th' immodest bard assails. 

They cannot trace — not they — poor simple elves. 

In the loose sketch, the portraits of themselves. 

With McBvius^ Curio joins, in one accord. 

The blasted Soldier, and the graceless Lord, 

From prurient thorns to purge Pieria's plain. 

And teach the Muse a dully decent strain. 

But tow'ring high, in oriental state. 
The spacious theatre unfolds if s gate ; 340 

Where the long pageant the vast stage displays, 
Where tinsel glitters, and where lustres blaze. 
At random thrown, to tempt the wand'ring eye. 
The comic mask and tragic buskin lie. — 

Here I may thrive, (or dreams my fancy lure) 
Tlie task seems easy, and the profit sure. 
Plays I have seen, and heard the town applaud :— - 
" Nor from such models need I shrink o'eraw'd.— 
** The Lawi of Lombardy my claim allow. 

And Percy leaves a laurel for my brow. 350 

What, tho' the Muse her progeny surveys, 
*' Howards^ and Settles^ of these modern days ; 
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' In clear obscure, a known unknown appear^ 
At once consulting vanity and fear ; — 
In learned dust, and pedant cobwebs lie, 
And point the sting with scorpion cruelty ?— 29O 
What, imitate the slave of proud conceit f 
The shallow mind with airy visions cheat ? 
In fond self-love, like vain Nardssus pine ? 
And think the palms of verse, and genius mine ? 
Alas, such models have no charms for me, 
' Who want their learning, from their malice free. 
^ Foe to concealment, I disdain a mask ; 
' .Nor, swa/d by enmities, a ponyard ask ; 
' But, armM with thunders of the Volsdam baid *, 
To vice and folly deal their due reward. 300 

My censures shall confound the guilty throng ; 
And virtuous bounty pay the moral song.**— • 
Delusive hope ! tho' th^ corrupted times 
Invite tlie painful touch of caustic rtiimes ; 
Far, far is satire from it's sway remov'dy 
That surly guardian by the Muses lov'd.— * 
The callous heart, which sometimes felt of yore^ 
Is touched, and sham'd by ridicule no more. 
We laugh a moment, when, in bold relief, 
Invective shows the prostitute, or thief; 310 

And when the hunted miscreant rushes by. 
Like giddy sportsmen join the common cry. 
The momentary laugh enjoyed, and past ; 
Where rests the wei^t of obloquy at last ? 
Not on th' offence — it's memory is fled. 
It sinks, redoubled, on the Poet's head. 
Safe, in their multitude, offenders croud. 
Of verse disdainful, against censure loud ; 
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In manners soft, in natare bard as steel. 

Without a head to think, or heart to feel, 320 

Glaz'd o'er by cold refinement's hollow frost, 

Th' essential traits of character are lost. 

Fear, affectation, fashion, and grimace, 

Give a false varnish, and a common face ; 

And vainly Wit her shining falchion draws, 

When modish Vice becomes a public cause ; 

When giant crimes, that stalk in open noon, 

Find Truth a libel. Satire a lampoon. 

The hoary letchers, and adul'trous wives, 

Should print, perchance, display their pictur*^ lives. 

Their virtue startles at the loose details ; 330 

Their pious rage th' immodest bard assails. 

They cannot trace — not they — poor simple elves. 

In the loose sketch, the portraits of themselves. 

With Mceviusy Curio joins, in one accord. 

The blasted Soldier, and the graceless Lord, 

from prurient thorns to purge Pieria's plain. 

And teach the Muse a dully decent strain. 

But tow'ring high, in oriental state. 
The spacious theatre unfolds it's gate ; 340 

Where the long pageant the vast stage displays. 
Where tinsel glitters, and where lustres blaze. 
At random thrown, to tempt the wand'ring eye. 
The comic mask and tragic buskin lie. — 

Here I may thrive, (or dreams my fancy lure) 

The task seems easy, and the profit sure. 

Plays I have seen, and heard the town applaud :— - 
" Nor from such models need I shrink o'eraw'd.— 
*' The Lawi of Lombardy my claim allow, 
" And Percy leaves a laurel for my brow. 350 

** What, tho' the Muse her progeny surveys, 
^' Howards f and Settles^ of these modern days ; 
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*• Moresj Caala/Sj Merryiy Whitehead^ Greatheadf 

Jephsoiiy *> 

** At least acknowledged as an humble step-so n^ 
'^ I may inherit, from the tragic dame, 
*^ A child's provision of productive fame. 
*^ TwBS thought, of old, to wear the comic mask, 
** Of human talent was the hardest task : 
*^ Mere idle ialk, like other silly saws, 
** Our foolish fore-fathers received as laws ! 360 

** Men, women, children, comedy can write— 
** As lying easy, not as gainful, quite. 
** For plot and character 'tis now no time ; 
*' Sermons must mix with tricks of pantomime. . 
« Does Comedy (her fav'rite boast of old) 
" ThefaithftU mirror up to Nature hold f 
** No— she delights inverted things to show ; 
*' Degrades the noble, and exalts the low. 
** Refracted all, thro' mediums false display'd, 
*^ She bids mankind appear in masquerade. 370 

** 'Tis easier far to break than follow rules ; 
*' Nor hard to copy lunatics and fools. 
*' Amidst the throng I too may force my way, 
^' And snatch a portion of the comic bay. 
" Tho' rabbi Cumberlandy with, stern regard, 
** Advance to circumcise the rival bard ; 
'** Keeffty Inchbaldf Richardson^ no rivals mean ; 
Cobby ColmaUy Reynolds^ Morton^ fill the scene : 
Yet such things are, and haply I may be, 
The favorite child oi Notoriety. 380 

The managers will sure that aid afford, 
Delusive hope had promised from a Lord ; 
And give my weary age some calm retreat, 
" Where sick of rhyming, I may laugh and eat," 
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A month sequester'd, at the task I toil ; 
Arrange my incidentSy refine my style.-* 

Whaty a whole month (I hear haberius say,) 

Within the fortnight I produce. a play. 
^* Correctness, care, and study, will hut waste 
*< The fiery flash that hite the public taste.— 390 
^* Nature is old, and common sense is tame ; 
** The natD, the bold, our play-house Critics claim. 
*' High-minded taylors in my scenes appear, 
** Benignant Bailiffs, with the swindling Peer, 
^^ Th' unrighteous Judge, the profligate Divine; 
'^ While Jews and Turks^ with Christian virtues shine. 
*^ And when a thunder of applause I wish, 
'* A table I o'erturn, or break a dish •. 

" Enjoy thy laurels, play-wright.— I pursue 
" My path to Nature, and to Horace true." . 4W 

My play compleat, in visions, I behold 
The fluttering sibyl leaves that turn to gold ; 
Transcribe the work, and seek, with eager feet. 
The proud purveyors for the public treat. 
Ah fool, to think my poor plebeian pen 
Should win the notice of such mighty men ! 
Despotic H , J^— — unpolite— 
Himself a Muse !— Oh, most adventurous wight ! 
What errantry tlie giants can engage, 
That frowning guard th' approaches to the stage ? 410 
Soon as the tiny horn invades their ear, 
The champions on the bridge of glass appear.-— 

<^ Dare you, to hope the notice of the town f, 

Yourself, your manners, and your muse unknown ? 

* See the Dramatbt. 

t Speech of JhamagOTgonf the giant, to tht knight of die quill. 
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Stranger, alike, to templars, beaux, and cits, 

To reading clubs, and coteries of wits, 
" What Poet's corner has thy pen supplied ? 
** What prologue of probation hast thou tried ? 
'^ Now, hear thy doom, unhallow'd wretch, and 

weak, — 
** Our rest imperial thou hast dar'd to break.-— 420 
" Th' obUvious drawer is gaping for thy lays, 
" The silent limbo of neglected plays. — 
*^ There shall they lie for weary months and years, 
'* While thy vain bosom throbs with hopes and fears. 
'' Thence, late return, unhonour'd, and unread, 
" Thy drama spum'd, thine appetite unfed."— 

Nor is this all — fair Cowley's page arraigns *, 
Perfidious managers of pilfer'd strains. 
And Papendkk f bewails his labour lost, 
His Stranger rifled by theatric host. 430 

Thus, by the despots of the stage expell'd, 
Unhouseird, unanointed, unannelFd — 
Besotted with the lust of gold and fame, 
I turn to tyrants with another name. 
** The Booksellers (I said) that liberal train, 
*^ Will kindly nurse the bantlings of my brain ; 
** Infuse their golden opiates, and assuage 
^' The pangs inflicted by the court and stage. 
" To my glad eyes let Pater-noster-roWf 
** Or PauPs Church-yardj the great Macenas show, 440 

* See Mrs. Cowley'$ preface, in which she complains bitterly 
of the manager. 

t A gentleman^ who, while he was readent in Vienna, procured 
a copy of the Stranger, and made a translation of it before the 
play had reached i£gland. He put his translation into the hands 
of the manager,^but for details consult the Beviews— -head 
Stranger, 
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** Who feeds proud Science in her march sublime, 

" And mortar brings * to build the lofty rhyme, 

" When Whatman*B paper, work'd in Bulmer's press» 

** Presents my first-boi n in a christening dress ; 

** With puffs and pap, by the Reviewers fed, 

*^ The tetchy babe may grow, and earn it's bread ; 

'^ And goody Stockdale help my child to hop, 

** Ay, by the rood, and waddle round the shop. 

" With daily march thro' Bond-street as I tend, 

** The wishful glance I reverential bend, 450 

" Where, magisterial, at their counters sit 

** Great Burghers in the commonwealth of wit. 

** No more my foundlings, ragged and deform, 

'' In paper blue, shall bide the pelting storm ; 

^' These good and goodly men shall take them in ; 

" And cover give them with a polisb'd skin ; 

^* Their naked limbs, compassionate, enfold, 

** In Moorish finery of green and gold." — 

How childish Fancy roam'd from bad to worse ! 
What, Booksellers recruit my famish'd purse i 
This deals in politics, and not in rhymes. — 
Another asks some touches at the times.-^ 
This, never meddles with the tragic vein. — 
That, fears your Muse may touch upon th' obscene.— 
This, deals with Kirk and Democrates alone. 
That, is devoted to the Church and Throne. 
For patriot cares Dick Philips draws his breath— 
Nicholls is all for Anecdote and Death. 
Xofn Payne is sacred to th' illustrious dead«- 
The Muse's friend with dying Dodsley fied. 470 

Scared by these porters at the door of fame, 
To live on verses, I no longer aim. — 

* Milton's lA/cida$, " buUd the lofty rhyme.** 
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Like virtue, rhyming is its own reward : 
And Gods, and Printers scorn the hungry bard. 
When noble Peers and titled Ladies rhyme. 
Sweet as their numbers if the guineas chime. 
The publisher expands his ready hand ; 
And press and shop are both at their command.— • 
Then Hampden fair appears, and Burrell bright, 
On paper, like the writers, sleek and white. 480 

Carlisle^ in Turkey bound, with gold imbost, 
May show the vein of Howards is not lost. 
The book superbly bound, is gratis giv'n ; 
And all applaud the favorite of Heav'n. 

But I Oh happy bards of Greece and Rome t 

They rose, superior to the oblivious doom. 

They hir'd his pulpit from an Auctioneer, 

And roared their poems in the public ear. 

In vain the Sosii might their fame oppose. 

And Janus vainly with Vertumnus close ; 490 

In vain, withhold the pumice and the shelf,— 

A poet, then, might publish for himself. 

I know the wonders Katterfelto wrought. 
How Graham lectur'd and how TkelxoaU taught ; 
A croud of honest gulls unfailing pay 
The nonsense, and impostors of the day. 
Ye Printers then, and Managers adieu-— 
Come friends of Charlatans ; I'll write for you j 
Rais'd on a tub, importunate and loud, 
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There rant in tragedy, in lyric rave ; 

Or sing the wonders of Dom Daniel cave ; 

Distribute samples of heroic song. 

Where confluent streets unite the strolling throng.*— 

Here shall my Muse no hated rival fear. 

Except — a bruising match, or dancing bear. 
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** My rare device the public taste shall hit, 
** And crouds devour my pennyworths of wit. 

** But are the nerves for such a project mine ? 
** As well in senates might I hope to shine. 510 

** And must I then the bud of hope destrdy ? 
" Hope, sole surviving promiser of joy ? 
*^ Chief soother of the warm poetic breast ? 
^* Sole good remaining in Pandora's chest? 
" No — riches 1 renounce ; and humbly aim, 
** At courtly readers, and a present fame. 
** ril pen loose prologues for a private play. 
^* And rhyme the mushroom tattles of the day ; * 
*^ Pursue the models suited to the time, 
'^ Each flimsy archetype of easy rhyme ; 520 

*^ While smutty equivoque adorns the sons, 
'^ Charade and pun may charm the female throng. 
'* Ladies and Lordlings thus may lisp my lines ; 
" Tho' their poor author in a garret pines ; — 
'^ And, wondrous favour to an humble bard, 
<* A chair at readings^ be my proud reward ; 
** With wits, male, female, epicoene, and common, 
** The Soldier feminine, the mankind Woman; 
^ Age, Affectation, Impotence, and Spite, 
'^ All human reptiles that both sting and bite. 530 

*' And can Ambition then such plaudits chuse ? 
** Are these the patrons that inspire thy muse ? 
'^ Is it, for such, that bards renounce the hope 

Of ease and comfort, and neglected mope ? 
** Oh Shame, Oh Shame ! tho' deaf to Wisdom's cry^^ 

Pride shall redeem me from such slavery. — 
All prospects of the present are resigned. — 

Say shall the future captivate my mind ? 

Shall I the Muse with fatal fondness grasp, 

And to my bosom hold the poisonous Asp V' 540 
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No, Fate is adverse to th' imprudent aim : 
And Poverty precludes e'en future fame. — 
How shall the spirit, sunk with want and care, 
Catch the bright phantoms of the good and fair ? 
Penurious thoughts, ridiculous distress, 
Contract the soul, and make it daily less. — 
When Nature's wants besiege with ceaseless cry. 
It cannot rise, exulting to Uie sky. — 
Can Fancy's visions on the cell descend. 
Where blank Despair, andchearless Famine bend ? 550 
Poetic rage the frowns of Fortune tame, 
The^tears of Anguish damp the expansive flame. 
While the free Muse of Pain impatient flies 
To meads enamelled, and to cloudless skies ; 
To gush of fountains, and to vales, and groves. 
Where flocks and birds renew their vernal loves. 
When the grim offspring of a doom unkind, 
Like hounds voracious tear the frame and mind ; 
Who then may bid the generous fury rave, 
Or court the Muses in Pierian cave ? 560 

In vain, O Poverty, thine abject band. 
Would grasp the Thyrsus with unhallowed hand. 
Vacant and pure, let rushing godhead find 
The sacred temple of the Poef s mind. 
No menial objects must admittance gain ; 
No vulgar cares divided sway retain ; 
No pangs the bard, but pangs ideal know ; 
And should he weep, the tear from, fiction flow. 
, When Horace wing'd the bold Pindaric flight, 
Midst affluence, social hours, and gay delight, 5/0 
Ease, from her couch, the downy plumage lent. 
And imp'd the pinions of his bold ascent. 
How haid the Muse of mighty Maro fail'd ; 
His dwelling had the fury Want assuil'd* 
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By Fortune doom'd to Famioe and to Care, 

The snajkes bad fallen from Alecto's hair. 

No moA the bard a daring glance had cast, 

To gaze on godhead thro' th' etherial vast ; 

No martial trump had vrakM the Trojan host, 

Abms and the Man had been forever lost. 5S0 

While Pope luxurious in his grot reclines, 
And forms his Quincunx or displays his Vines, 
Fed like a Monk and flatter'd like a Lord, 
With Ease, and Wealth, and Leisure at his board ; 
In happy hours he wooes the tuneful train. 
And works, with patient stroke, the polished strain. 
The man who never felt the touch of Want, 
On Ease and bignity may safely cant ; 
On brother poets glance the purse«proud sneers ; 
Or drop his councils in unwilling ears. 5^0 

And view with scornful eye, the wretch who scrawls. 
With desp'rate charcoal round his darkened walls.* — 
Not Lombard-street could boast with more parade, 
Tlie weight of purse, or scorn the rhyming trade ; 
That trade which taught deformity to please, 
And added fame to competence and ease. 
While pampered Arrogance and Self-conceit 
Boa.st his connection with the rich and great; 
With venom'd taunts he mocks the rhyming poor. 
And spurns the needy poet from his door. 600 

Great-little bard, how chang'd had been thy strain, 
Hadst thou been doomM to poverty and pain ! 
Hadst thou been doom'd, in base dependant state, 
To cope, like Savage^ with Misfortune's hate ; 

* Sumx>8ed to be a cniel sneer in Pope at the unhappy malady 
of poorA^at Lee, 
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And had some other Pope arisen for thee. 

To tread insulting on thy misery ! 

Hadst thou, from cruel pride and meanness ftvuicl 

OiftM that debase, and benefits that wound ; 

Thy Muse, the terror of the dunce and cheat. 

Had cring'd in flattery to the vain and great ; 6lO 

E'^en in thy garret quak'd at Ldntofs frown, 

And bow'd submiss to Curl for half-a-crownj—- 

Where then the Muse, that scorning Fanc/s throng, 

Had stooped to Truth, and moralized her song? 

Hadst thoti, when call'd to rhyme, in Nature's spite. 

Perceived, OBard, whatever is, is right ? 

Here let the tale of my misfortunes end,— 
For Heav'n, relenting, sends a pious friend ; 
A man of books he is, to letters true. 
Studious of authours, whether old or new. 620 

No narrow bouad his patronage confines, 
Tho' partial chief to Lawyers and Divines* 
Not deepest sciences his search preclude. 
No theme too crabbed, and no style too rude ; 
Within his ample stores, a vast retreat, 
Enrag'd Poleroics'peaeeably would meet ; 
Great emblem of the grave, where factions cease, 
Where all are eqnal, and where all is peace. 

When biting Euruty from his glassy wing. 
Was wont the nitrous arrowy shower to fling, 6dO 
Studious a frugal luxury to prove, 
I sought his mansion with increasing love. 
Exhilarating dust my nose regal'd, 
And fragrant fumes my longing lips inbal'd ; 
He sought me out, and shook me by the hand. 
Small preface kindly purposes demand. 

** Oft have I gciev'd to see thee toil in vain, 
^ For me was laboured many a favourite strain* 
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My humble roof and homely board partake ; 

And learn some profit from the Muse to make. 640 

On paper wings thy name shall be display'd, 
** And each effusion shall be duly paid« 
** No churlish hand its offering shall refuse, 
*' No critic sit in judgment on thy muse. 
*^ Nay more, embalmed, ennobled, and divine^ 
** Thy works may shun the gripe of Chiicine* 
** Behind my counter take thy thrivi^ng seat, 
** And, spite of taxes, thou shalt laugh and eat."—- 

My appetite his fair proposal chear'd, 
And daily gain my station soon endear'd : ^50 

Rejoic'd to wear a sleek unthinking face, 
I laugh at Fhcdms and the tuneful race. 
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STANZAS. 



Yes, false one, triumph in my woe$^ 
And joy these flowing tears to view ! 

How just to wound that heart's repose 
That gladly would have bled for you ! 

Yet, poor the pleasure thou hast gain'd. 

And very soon will it be o'er ; 
That bosom, where thou long hast reign'd. 

Shall fondly throb for thee no more. 

Nor vainly think my tears, my sighs. 

Love's still-unvanquish'd power proclaim: 

Each drop that trickles from my eyes 
£ut helps to quench his dying flame. 

It. A. D^ 
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ODE TO THE WILLOW, 



BY MRS. LOVETT. 



See Nature's fairest gift appear ; 
The promise of t6e blooming year, 
The rose has burst her infant bands. 
And gay in Summer's pride expands, 
Queen of flowers, how bright her hue, 
Spangled o'er with morning dew ; 
From her breast what sweets exhale. 
At eve when Zephyr's ling'rin^ gale, 
Loth to quit the fond delight, 
Flings her refreshing odours to the night. 

Pleasure's joyous votaries haste, 
Not one precious moment waste, 
Make those bluihing charms your own, 
Seize them now they are fully blown. 
And while they grace your flowing hair, 
Give no thought to absent Care ; 
Come with frolic sport advance. 
Lead the joy-inspiring dance. 
While Music's fascinating pow'rs 
Wake to Mirth the laughing hours. 
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Foroie 9 wreath does f'ate provide^ 
A cliaplet meet to deck the bride 

Wlio weds Despair the pallid cypress here, 

Shall, mix'd with dark futi^te&l yew^ tfpp^r. 
Ah ! never should th^ frag^^t breathy 
Sweet rose, be wasted ih the eav« of death, . 
There must the niipttiil feittt be Portly ^rttLdn 
There the stern bHd6§p6<>ffi Hf^^^ia^-HOB^ bridftl gueits 
the dead. 

Then not for me, too lavish rose, 
Spread thy robe of erimson hue. 
Far hence thy balmy sweets disclose. 
Whilst I the weeping willow woo* 

When the wild winds tm^tif^M ^b^. 
And lay th^ tiretnbling itte^t Idw. . 
When th« tall 4\tn stUd stately oMt/ 
Fall beneath the furious stroke, 
Amidst the ravage of the plains, 
The humble willow safe remaii^ ; 
She lowly bends again to rise. 
When the rude tempeit't fory diet. 

Bqt not for yielding gefndd^esfi dlone, 

And patient meekness is the willow known ^ 

Tis her distinguished lot to prove > 

The last t^source of suif 'fif^g love *, 

Her graceful foliage decks the maid, 

Wh6 tv6eps*60 easy faith betrayed; 

Or crowns the droopifig tt>ve-l<irtt sw^tn^ 

Wh6lcf hftUghty fair-one scorns his pain. 

TOI.. III. » 
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1^ epot where sleep 
shg /*Sf*r iength have ceased to 

^ i^rde^ grief a friend, 

.^'^^m^f fnpeet willow, lend; 

^o^" ^i^n thy darksome shade, 
jfe^^jia wietch who shunt the day, 
A^ ^t/da\ light's intrusive ray : 
P^ ID thy deep overshadowing gloom, 
^he^d9xker shelter of the tomb, 
^ only tempt me to resign, 
«lj8 lone sequester'd bower of thine ; 
for till that last asylum shall enclose, 
^ith its strong fence, my then forgotten woes. 
What object so can charm mine eye, 
Ab in the stream that murmurs by. 
To see thy pendant branches o'er me wave. 
Which shortly shall adoru my peaceful grave. 



I. M. Ir* 



EPIGRAM. 



To hear Ned by the hour blunder forth his vile prose. 
Job himself scarcely patience would keep ! 

He's so dull, that each moment we're ready to dpze^ 
Yet so noisy we can't go to sleep. 

K« A« O. 
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THE GLOW-WORM. 

^^• Tkt GlffW'Worm is a female Catiepillae, the 
male of which is a Flt, xohom she attracts in 
the night by the splendor of her train* 
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Wh en £veDiiig doses Nature's eye, 
The Glow-worm lights her little spark. 
To captivate her favorite Fly, 
And tempt the rover thro' the dark. 

Conducted by a sweeter star, 
Than all that deck the fidlds above, 
The wanderer hastens from afar, 
To soothe her solitude with love. 

Thus HiEO hung her lamps to guide 
The daring youth who sought her charms; 
And thus Lbandee stemm'd the tide, 
Led by its lustre to her arms. 

tasmsiiOt 1804* ▲i.ciBus. 
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THE LOTOS OF EGYPT, 

A POEM. 

JftY f HE JIBV. T. MAURiCE. 



Emblem sublime of tliat piimordial Power 
That brooded o'er the vast chaotic wave. 

Accept my duteous homage, h(dy flo^nrerl 
At in thy faTOurite flood toy Ihnbs I laV^. 

From ^thiopia^s lofty ttiountiiins foll'd, 
Where Nile's proud stream thro' gladden'd Egypt 
pours. 

In raptur'd strains thy praise was hymned ot oU^ 
And still resouiids on Ganges' faithful shores ! 

Within thy beatiteoUd ddrOl's full-bldvm b^tl 
Long since th' Immortals fixed their fond abode, 

There Day's bright source^ Osiais, love^.to ^tifell, 
While by his side enamour'd Isis glow'd. * 

Hence, ndt unconscious to his orient VeaooL 
At dawn's first blush thy radiant petals spfettdy 

Drink deep the efifuigence of the solar stream* 
And, 88 he mounts, still brighter gloriel abed. 
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When, at tBeir noon-tide height, his fervid rayf' 
In a bright deluge burst on CAiao's spires,; 

With what new lustre then thy beauties blaze. 
Full of the God, and radiant with his fires ! 

Brilliant, thyself, in stole of dazzling white^ 
Thy sister plants more gaudy robes unfold ; 

This flames in purple — thaty intensely bright, 
Amid th' illumin'd waters bums in gold *• 

To brave the Tropic's fiery beam is thine, 
^ill in the distant west his splendors fade ; 

I'hen, too, thy beauty and thy fire decline. 
With mom to rise in lovelier charms arrayed. 

Thus from Arabia borne, on golden wings. 
The Phosnix on the sun's bright altar dies ; i 

But from his flaming bed, refulgent, springs, 4 
And cleaves, with bolder plume, the sapphire skies ! 

What mystic treaBure9, in thy form concealed, 
Perpetual transport to the sage supply ; 

Where Nature in her deep designs^reveal'd, * 
Awes wondering man, and charms th' exploring eye* * 

In thy prolific cup^ and fertile seeds, 
Are traced her grand regenerative powers f ; 

life springing warm from loath'd putrescence 
breeds, 
And lovelier germs shoot forth, and bri^iter flowers ! 

* The Lotos, or Water-lily, of Egypt, Hie proper sobject of 
Ak Poem, has a beaudfiil n^iu flower; tiiere are two oAer 

ries, liie one bears a bright purple, the other an intensely jf jp^ 
flower. • 

t See Mr. Knight* s curious Dissertation on the PhiJlic Won^p 
•f the AnticBts, where fliis sabject is foUy explained. 

W 3 
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Nor food to the enlighteii'd mind alone 
Substantial nutriment thy root bestow'd • ; 

In Famine's vulture fangs did Egypt groan, 
From thy rich bounteous horn f, abundance fiow'^!.' 

Hence the immortal race in Thebes revered. 
Thy praise the theme of endless rapture made. 

Thy image on an hundred columns rear'd. 
And veil'd their altars with thine hallowed shade ! 

But far beyond the bounds of Afric borne,' 
Thy honours flourished mid Thibetian snows, 

Thy flowers the Lama's gilded shrines adorat. 
And BooDH and Brahma on thy stalk repose. 

Where'er fair Science dawn'd, on Asia's shore. 
Where'er her ballow'd voice Devotion raised, 

We see thee graven on the glowing ore, 
And on a thousand sparkling gems emblazed ! 

* The Egryptians fed on the roots, which are said by Herodotus 
to grow to the aiae and form of an apple, and th^ made a kind 
of bread of the seed, dried in the sun, and afterwards baked. 
Herodot. 

t The stalk and the seed-cup together nearly resemble a CoT' 
nueopia, and might possibly have furnbhed the ancients with dieir 
ilrst idea of that sculptural ornament ; it b far more likely to have 
done so than the horn of Amalthea, a more recent Greek fable. 

t The principal Deity in Thibet, Mr. Turner informs us, is the 
faae as the Buadha of j3engal. Tlie Hindoos make frequent pil- 
grhnapes to the sacred places in Thibet, and the Thibetians regard, 
•ad visit with holy reverence, Benares, and other sacred cities of 
Hindostan. In the ninth Indian Avatar, Buddha is represented 
sHttng on ' the expanded calyx of the Lotos, as Brahma in the 
Hindoo cofmo{|onv, is also pourtrayed on those sculptures that re- 
present what IS dirfctly denominated the Lotot Cfiatimi ; to duh 
tinguish it from other creations in their extensive system of the 
ibimatioA and destrucdon of worlds. 
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Child of the Sun, why droops thy withering head; 
While high iii Leo flames thy radiant Sire ; 

With Egypt's glory is thy glory fled f 
And with her genius quench'd thy native fire ^ 

For, direr than her desert's burning wind, 
Gaol's furious legions sweep yon ravag'd vale ; 

Death stalks before, grim Famine howls behind. 
And screams of horror load the tainted gale. 

Nile's cnmson'd waves with blood polluted roll, 
Her groves, her fanes, devouring fire consumes; 

But mark-*-slow rising near the distant pole» 
A sudden splendour all her shores illumes { 

Fatal to Gaul' — 'tis Britain's rising star, 
That in the South the bright ascendant gains ; 

Resplendent ! as her $irius shines from far, 
And with new ferv6rs' fires the Lybian plains. 

A race^ as Egypt's ancient warriors brave, 
For her insulted sons indignant glows, 

Defies the tropic storm, the faithless wave. 
And hurls destruction on their haughty foes. 

Exulting to his source old Nilus hears 
The deepening thuuder of the British line ; 

Again its lovely head tl^e Lotos rears, 
Again the fields in rainbow glories shine. 

Still wider^ beauteous Plant ! ^y leaves extend, 
Nor dread the eye of an admiring Muse ; 

In union with the rising song ascend, 
Spread all thy ciiarms, and all thy sweets dKffust. 

B 4 
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Of that bold race beneath the Pleiads born; 
To chaunt thy praise a northera bard aspires, ' 

Nor with more ardour, erst, at early davm.. 
The Theban harpists smote their votive lyres. 

For oh ! can climes th' excursive genius bound, 
Ko — 'mid Siberia bursts the heav'n-taught strain ; 

At either pole the Muses' songs resound, 
And snows descend, and whirlwinds rage ia vaia 1 

Four thousand summers have thy pride surveyd. 
Thy Pharoahs moulder in their marble tombs, 
» Oblivion's wing the pyramids shall shade, 
But thy fair family unfading blooms ! 

Still 'mid these ruin'd towers, admired, revered. 
Wave high thy foliage, and secure expand ; 

These vast but crumbling piles by man were r^r'd. 
But thou wert form'd by an Immortal hafid ! 

With Natures' charms alone thy charms shall fade, 
With Being's self thy beauteous tribe decline^-*- 

Oh ! living, may thy flow'rs my temples shade^ 
And decorate, when dead, my envied shrine ! 



EPIGRAM. 



How well has Heaven proportion'd Sylla't whole: 
A little body to a little soul ! 

&• A* ]>« 
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ODE 

ON SUVIPLICITY IN WOIUKS OF OENIU& 

BY MRS. LOVETT. 



Simplicity, when tbec of yore 
Nature to biight-e/d Geoius bore. 

Struck with thine artlew grac^, 
She gaz'd with rapture on thy ciiarmi, 
Then joyful clasp'4 thee in h§r ^avoM 

The fairest of her race. 

And still on thee her fav'rite child 
She gracious mother kipdly smiFd, 

And freely taught her lore ; 
With thee in council fram'd her laws, 
To thee unveird each hidden cause 

Thro' all her boundless store. 

Hence of her works the choicest part 
Her master-piece ! — the human heart 

Acknowledges her sway«^ 
Still to the inmost last retreat. 
Where its unnumbered windingiB aeet| 

Tis thou must lead the way. 
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Dost thou assert thine ample pow'r. 
To rule the sovereign of the hour, 

What can thy force withstand ? 
Or Mirth with all her frolic train, 
Or Sympathy high wrought to pain. 

Attend at thy command. 

For as the time-coeval rock, 

From God's vicegerent felt the shock 

That freed the rushing tide ; 
So the firm breast to thee gives way, 
And! tears thy instant touch obey. 

From springs 'till then untry'd. 

But dost thou shift the tragic scene, 
And wear thy laughter-loving mien^ 

Proud of thy varying skill ; 
Thy ready jest, thine artless tale, 
O'er dim-ey'd Sadness soon prevail, 

And prove thine influence still. 

Alike by each fond parent grac'd. 
Thou happy child ! the realms of taste 

Wert destin'd to command ; 
Thy Sire, to bless thy natal hour. 
Gave that wide empire to the pow'r 

Of thy disposing hand. 

When early Greece thy sway confest, 
Th' exulting arts around thee prest, 

Attendant on thy reign ; 
Fair Poesy led on the band, 
Sculpture and Painting hand in hand. 

With Music join'd the tridii. 
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Safe 'midst wide ragipg War's alarms. 
Not Persia's Lost, a world in arms. 

Could shake thine Attic throne. 
From civil Discord's madness came 
The blow, for to the Grecian name 

Would Greeks yield alone. 

This Macedonian Philip knew. 

And wide his dazzling treasures threw 

Fair Virtue to mislead ; 
JJkp Atalanta, in her course. 
Insidious Gold, with magic force,^ 

Arrests her conquering speed.* 

In vain did Freedom's * matchless son 
(For Freedom's cause, and thine are one) 

Her iujur'd rights maintain ; 
For though her thunders arm'd his tongue, 
Tho' on his lips thine accents hung. 

She falls, and ends her reign. 

Tom from thy native place of rest. 
What shores received thee, hapless guest ! 

Doom'd never to return ; 
Save when thou didst at parting trace 
Back thy sad footsteps to embrace 

Tliy Homer's hallow'd urn. 

rTwas first upon the Latian coast 

(Of Rome, as late of Greece the boastj) 

Thou didst resume thy state ; 
The frighted Arts soon met thee there. 
And soon did Freedom's self appear 

Companion of thy fate. 

^ Demosthenes. 



44 

Then brightly shone thy classic age, 
Hide, weeping Learning, hide the page 

Where Truth thy fate records ; 
For soon by Gothic night o'ercast. 
No wand'ring gleam of glories past 

Its faded light affords. 

But now, in favour'd Albion's isle. 
Where Freedom long has deign'd to smile. 

Nought can obstruct thy sway ;• 
Come let a brighter classic age. 
And fairer Athens here engage 

Thine everlasting sway. 



ABSENCE. 

I HAVE a nest of callow young : 
What nestlings half so sweet as they !— ^ 

And yet 1 pour the joyless song, 
And pant and flutter faraway. 

I have a mate of anxious breast. 
That throbs to hear the warbled lay; 

And yet I quit the widow'd nest, 
And pant atid flutter far away. 

Oh ! gentle mate of anxious breast ! 

Oh ! chirping brood of callow young ! 
Why must I quit the kindred neil, 

And pour in alien ears my song ? 

1. T. 

GLASGOW. 
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ODE 

TO THE RIGHT HON. JAMES, EARL OF CHARLEMOUMX 
Written in the beginniug qftke Year 179S. 

Te Jupiter eqms epottet 
Nasceotenit & miti lustrftrit lamine Phebu8» 
Atlantisque Nepos ; neqiie enixn* nisi chanu ab ortu 
Diis saperisy poterit magno fiivisse Poetitf. 



Luckless, O Caulfield, is the fate 

Of tuneful spirits, cast by Time 
On iron men, and iron days, 

'Mid War's wild din, and Factioa'a hate. 
Who now shall build the lofty yhime? 

Scorn'd are the gentle arts^ .and tcornM if ietter*d 
praise. 
Oh faurk 1 — What ciirsed spell 

Has rous'd you all, ye furies of the ound. 
With blood-stain'd hands, and horrid yelif 

To mixt in frantic rage, unhappy iiuta«ii4cuult 

H^w may the soul of patriot fire„ 

When war, with all his hideous train. 

The lov'd parental soil invades. 
Within it's own pursuits retire ? 

How range, with bards of Tttscan straiay 
Or muse in learned ease was^ Mannsts aiiedMl 



.J^';!!AM^^^^-it.ri,^ .. 'tJBb&ilb l..alr- ^Jt^.,:^ 
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Oh, no— the generous soul 

Cannot abstract itself from human woes. 
Cannot exclude the mighty whole ; 

And vain are private goods it's sorrow to compose. 

-Like young Alcides comes the year, 

And sternly in it's cradle frowns ; 
The fatal serpent brood are round, 

Famine, and Death, and Rage, and Fear, 
Canker' d Rebellion gnawing crowns, 

And Discord's brazen fangs inflicting careless 
wound. 
Unlike Alcmena's boy. 

In this, O year : the fatal serpent brood 
Thou dost not strangle ; 'tis thy joy. 

To feed their noxious growth with poison, and witb 
blood. 

Yet, when the rage of War is past, ^ 

(For, sure, the storm must overblow,) 
Then shall succeed a halcyon calm, 

To murd'rous deeds, and cruel waste. 
Mankind the Muse's worth may know, 

And pure and grateful hands shall nurse the blood* 
less palm. . 
£v'n this neglected land. 

Top long th' abode of Sloth and Ignorance, 
Shall hear the sweet Aonian band ; 

And wake her torpid sons from deep Letheaft 
trance. 

Then, I predict, thy polished toil 

Shall emulate old Manso's praise, 
The Guardian of Torquati/$ name % 

Poetic steps may haunt our soil; 



.^Vj 
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The Masters of the Tuscan lays 

Unwonted speech may learn, and win unbounded 
fame *. 
When Itafy respirM 

From Gothic rage, and War's wide-wasting storm,. 
She saw, with adoration fir'd, 
Stem Dantt^B awfiil port, and Petrarch's graceful form. 

Erin's green vales and hills resound, 

Smote by the golden shafts of Morn. — 
Behold the sweet Aonian throng, 

In measures light they paee the ground, 
And, on the swelling breezes borne. 

The words of Heaven resound, and Echo learns 
the song. 
** Thou poor neglected Isle, 

'' Arise, array thyself in beamy light ; 
*' Exulting own the Muse's smile, 

'* And learn the blessed arts, of mental proud ds» 

light.' 
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Then, may we see some Bard arise, 

In free-Dorn dignity of song, 
To bear the Muse's guerdon wide. 

And snatch the chaplets, in the skies 
Prepared to crown the patriot throng. 

In worth transcending gold, and gems, and seep* 
ter'd pride. 
The sacred gates unfold. 

Where dwell the pow'rs of everlasting fame ; 
Amid the learn'd and good enroU'd, 

And grav'd in adamant, we read a CaulfielfM 
honoured name. w« PKfiSTON. 

* In aUnsion to specimens of the principal lufim Pbetib tmtt- 
Utcd by tbe late Lord Gbarlemouat. 



■r*. 

"•>. 






>; 



48 



FROM A LADY, 

TO HER LOVER. 



Red with my tears, and strangers long td rest, 
My eyes, at last, your welcome letter bledt i 
Blest, till the folds I burst with fatal speed, 
And weep again, and tremble as I read : 
• Yet, when the daring words my heart revolves, 
Scarce what to wish, though wounded, it resalves. 
If cold Indifference in your lines appears. 
Wretched I view, and wash them with my tears. 
If warm with amorous passion they overflow, 
Fir'd at the sight, my conscious blushes glow. 
Still where the crime, if Innocence confessed, 
That Love, chaste Love, inspired a woman's breast ? 



* Quid tamen ipse precer dubito : nee dicere posfonit 
Afifectam quem te mentis habere velim. 
Tristis es P indi^r, qood sum tibi esosa dokms: 
Non 6t ? ut tnnsflo coq^ge digna fores. 

OVID. rS^tT. L. 4. EL. 3. 
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Yet this, ungrateful man to triumph turns. 
And with forbidden fires presumptuous burns, 
0ur fond simplicity to guilt transforms, 
And wounds the bosom that his image warms. 
But know, rash youth, howe'er of me you deem, 
However below respect my weakness seem, 
Know in this heart hath early virtue reign'd, 
A fathei: planted, and a mother train'd % 
Sacred to honour, and to heav'n it grew, 
And guards its treasured fruit mature for you. 
But could' st thou cherish once the abject thought, 
That sapp'd by treacherous arts, or meanly bought, 
What worlds could never purchase, it might give, 
And I, the slave of vice, one moment live ; 
Thy loVd idea from my heart I'd wring, 
Though every vein should burst, and every string. 
Ah ! hope not, dare not, such a monstrous wrong. 
Nor seek to add me to the guilty throng. 
Whose griefs I pity, but their vices hate. 
With horror view, and shun their wretched fate ; 
But wild suspicion clouds my frantic mind. 
And still my friend is just, and still is kind, 
Though cruel fortune from my arms detain. 
And bind him struggling with her galling chain. 
Come then, O come, to this fond bosom fly, 
And bid my beauty live, my sorrows die. 
No words can paint how faithful I will prove, 
And must not tell how tenderly I love. 



,.i 
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ELEGY 

ON IHE DEATH OF A YOUXO LADY, 

" $Y JOHK OKEEVSBIlLDSy XtQ« 



Dear to my soul, oh early lost! 
AiTection's arm was weak to save^ 
And Friendship's pride, and Virtue's boast. 
Have sunk to an untimely grave. 

Clos'dy ever clos'd, those speaking eyes. 
Where sweetness beam'd, where candour shone t 
And silent that heart-thrilling voice, 
Which Music lov'd, and call'd her own. 

That gentle bosom now is cold, 
Where Feeling's vestal splendours glowed ; 
And crumbling down to common mould, 
That heart, where love and truth abode* 

Yet I behold the smile unfeign'd, 
Which doubt dispelled and kindness won ; 
Yet the soft diffidence, that gain'd 
The tiiumph it appear'd to shun. 
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Delusion all ^forbear my heart. 

These unavailing throbs restrain ; 
Destruction has perform'd hjs part. 
And Death proclaims thy pangs are vain* 

Vain tho' they be thi9li^art must swell 
With grief that time shall ne'er eflkce ; 
And still with bitter pleasure dwells 
On every virtue, every grace* 

For ever lost ! I vainly deem'd^ 
That Heaven my early friend would spspre ; 
And darker as the prospect seem'd, 
The more I struggled with Despair. 

I s^d— *yet a presa^ng tear 
Unbidden rose, and spoke more tru^— * 
She still shall live— ^tbe unfolding yei^r 
IShall banish pain, and health renew. 



She yet shall tread the flowery field. 
And catch the opening roses breath ; 
To watchful Love Disease shall yield, 
And Friendship ward the shafts of Death* 



AlaB ! before the violet bloomM, 
Before the snows of winter fled, 
Too certain Fate my hopes consumed. 
And she was numbered with the dead 
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She died— deserving to be mourn'dy 
Willie parted worth a pang can give ; 
She died — by Heaven's best gifts adom'di 
While Folly, Falsehood, Baseness, live. 

Long in their vileness live secure 
The noxious weed, and wounding thorn ; 
While snatch'd by violence ere mature, 
The lilly from her stem is torn. 

Flower worthy Heaven — and Heaven alone. 
Thee, good and pure, deserved to share- 
On earth a stranger, only shown 
To teach what angel natures are. 

Yet, who shall blame the heart that feels. 
When Heaven resumes the good it gave ? 
Yet, who shall scorn the tear that steals 
From Friendship's eye at Virtue's grave ? 



Friend, Parent, Sister, tenderest names, 
May I, as pale at Memory's shrine 
Ye pour the tribute anguish claims, 
Approach, unblam'd, and mingle mine f 



Long on the joys of vanish'd years. 
The glance of sadness shall be cast ; 
Long, long, the emphatic speech of tears 
Shall mourn their bloom forever past. 
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And Thou ! who from the orient day 
Return'sty with Hope's gay dreams elate, 
Falsely secure, and vainly gay, 
Unconscious of the stroke of Fate, 

What waits thee ? — not the approving smile 
Of faithful love that chases care ; 
Not the fond glance, overpaying toil- 
But cold and comfortless Despair. 

Despair ! I see the phantom rove, 
By Cart's green banks, no longer bright. 
And fiercely grasp the torch of Love, 
And plunge it in sepulchral night. 

Farewell, sweet Maiden ! to thy tomb 
My soul in sadness oft shall stray, 
More dear to me the hallowed gloom, 
Than Life's broad glare, or Fortune's day. 

And oft, as Fancy points thy bier, 
And mournful eyes thy lonely bed. 
The secret sigh shall rise — the tear. 
That shuns observance shall be shed. 

Nor shall the thought of Thee depart, 
Nor shall my soul regret resign. 
Till memory perish — till this heart 
Be cold and motionless as thine. 



SfilNBVBOH* 

B 3 
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LINES 

On leaving Neylandy the residence of the Rfic, W^Jime^^ 
(The Author returning to Loudon,) 



*tt! 



A GRATEFUi. pilgrim's fond adieui 
Delightful vale^ remain with you ! 
For in life's brief, but weary way, 
Ye interpos'd one dear delay. 
And now I turn my lingering feet, 
Once more a noisy world to meet ; 
Yet oft with each regretted scene, 
The fringed hills romantic screen ; 
The distant main ; the clear blue sky. 
To 600th afflicted Fancy's eye. 
O thou, whose varied virtues blend, 
'' The guide^ f>bilosppher, and friend V 
How longs tt^y .youtli, from passion free. 
To dwell the tranquil shades with thee, 
Secure in holy lore to find. 
The sole nepenthe of the mind ! 

In vain — a different scene I know 
Demands me ; and prepared I go, 
Should Trutfc thep-oni^ed «iovA engage. 
To tempt the rude polemic rage ; 
With Error's gicnt ranks to close. 
And plunge amid conflicting foee. 

Me so may some congenial soil 
Receive from DayV oppressive toil. 
To taste like thee with decent pride, 
The christian calm of eventide. 

»T. JOHN'8 COLI.. OZOV* . T. P. 



* » 
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STANZAS 



WMITEN IN THE SPRING. 



Returning Spring, v/iih gladsome ray. 

Adorns the earth, and smooths the deep ; 
All nature smiles serene and gay, 

It smiles, but yet, alas, I weep ! 
But why, why flows th^ unbidden tear ? 

When Fate such precious boons hath lent; 
The lives of those who life endear. 

And tho' scarce competence-— content. 

Sure when no other bliss was mine, 

But that which still kind HeaVn bet lows ; 
Yet then could Peace and Hope combine. 

To promise joy, and give repose : 
Then have I wander'd thro' the plain, 

And bless'd each flower that met my view ; 
Thought Fancy's power would ever reign, 

And Nature's charms be ever new. 

I fondly thought where Virtue dwelt 

That happy bosom knew no ill ; 
That those who scorned me Time would melt, 

And those I loVd be faultless still : 

s 4 
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Enchanting dreams ! kind was your art, 
That bhss bcstow'd without alloy ; 

Or if soft sadness claimed a part, 
'Twas sadness sweeter far than joy. 

Ah ! whence the change, that now alarms. 

Fills this sad heart and tearful eye ; 
And conijiiers the once powerful charms^ 

Of Youth, of Hope, of Novelty ? 
'Tis harsh Experience ! fatal power. 

That clouds the gay, illumin'd sky ; 
That darkens life's meridian hour ; 

And bids each fairy vision fly. 

She paints the scene, how different far, 

From that which youthful Fancy drew ; 
Shows Joy and Prudence oft at war, 

Our woes increased, our comforts few ; 
See in her train cold Foresight move, 

Shunning the rose to 'scape the thom^ 
And Prudence every fear approve, 

And Pity harden into scorn. 

The glowing tints of Fancy fade, 

Life's distant prospects charm no more. 
Alas ! are all my hopes betra3r'd ? 

Ah ! what can now my bliss restore ? 
Relentless pow'r ! at length be just, 

Thy better skill alone impart ; 
Give caution — but withhold distrust. 

And guard — but harden not my heart. 



« » 



57 



THE TEAR. 



TO MISS GEDDES. 



I talk'd of the woes of the days that are pas1>— 

Of afflictions and trials severe ; 
How the May-morn of life was with storm overcast. 
How the blossoms of hope were all nipt by the blast : 

And Beauty sat listening to hear. 

Of hardships and dangers, and many a wrong, 

And of toils that beset me so near, 
Of Treachery's snare, and Ingratitude's. tongue 
I told ; — and 'twas pleasant the tale to prolong— 

For Beauty repaid with a tear. 

Ah ! soft form of Beauty that gladdens the soul ! 

Is aught as thy sympathy dear — 
When thy bright-beaming eyes with benignity roll. 
When heaves thy full bosom at Pity's controul. 

And thy roses are wash'd with a tear? 

When dark roll the clouds that o'ershadow our doom, 

When toils, and when dangers appear, — 
When the storm-threat'ning waves all their terror^ 

assume, 
Then the sun-beam of Hope that can break thro^ the 
gloom, 
O Beauty ! must shine thro' a tear. 
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Yes Beauty — thy tear that from sympathy fiows^ 

To Manhood shall ever be dear : 
*Tis the balm of all ills, and the cure of all woes ; 
And the heart-rankling wounds of remembrance shall 
close 

That Beauty has wash'd with a tear. 



J. T, 



0LA8OOW. 



CATO'S REPLY, 

IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH, 

BY THEOPHILUB SWIFT, ESQE. 

Once on a time, as holy authors* say, 

A Roman Knight met Catof on the way ; 

" Kind Sir," quoth he, ** your speedy counsel lend; 

*^ Strange portents are abroad, that fright your 

friend : 
" A prodigy Tve seen : — last night a rat 
" Eat my old shoe: — what think you. Sir, of tliatf 
** My wife is sick : — and hence I surely spy 
" She will recover, or myself will die." 
Thus spake the knight, and thus the seer began, 
" Your idle fears dispel, and be a man. 
** Rats will maraud ; and if I augur true, 
**• Nor death, nor disappointment thence ensue. 
*' If your old shoe, indeed, had eat the rat, 
'* I should have thought a prodigy in that/' 



* St. Angustin. 
t Cato waa one of the College of Augpn. 
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FRAGMENT, 

BV WILLIAM PRBSTON> JUK. 

ILATE A LIEUTENANT IN THE INDU COMPAJmi 

SERVICE. 

Written at the Agt of Sixteen Year*, 



]F*B,aia the calm bowers of learning; and the shades. 
Where erst I mus'd th' instructive classic lore, 
From the parental side, the shelter safe, 
Of a fond father's late endearing roof, , 
]Launch'd out, at once, upon the waste immense, 
Of Life's broad ocean : aid Me, gracious Heay'n, 
With Honour, Fame, and Virtue to arrive 
Ai the last Goaly which all mankind to reach 
Are fated ; when run out this race call'd life. 
Farewel ! — my Country ! O my Native Land, 
Farewel !— that land which nurs'd my youthful year«| 
And trained me up to manhood ! could my mind 
Dethrone her recollection, draw around 
The veil of dark Oblivion, o'er the scenes 
These eyes have witness'd, and thy guilty plains, 
Pelug'd with native blood ! the dire effects I 

Of civil fury, which together drove— (' 
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O Erin ! — ^hapless Erin ! drove thy sons 

To wade for mast'ry through each other's blood.-- 
Yet still thou art my country. — Still, shall I 
Still, Glory to be call'd Hibernian bom ! 
O country, honoured as my native soil ! 
O honoured, yet still more, whose bosom holds 
A lov'd — and loving — Father ! Yet my soul 
Clings to the soil which bore me ! and to part. 
And — oh — ^perhaps — to part for ever ! — wakes^ 
Wakes — in my heart — a latent feeling known 
At absence only from what's held so dear.— — 
Ye Cypress glooms, whose weeping boughs o'eihang 
That hallow'd spot, and shade that urn around^ 
Which holds the ashes of my honour'd Mother I* 
How sweet a haunt ! your dark embowVing shadeSi 
Abstracted in deep thought, where I have stray 'd. 
And oft your shades have witnessed, when retir'd 
Both from the noise and clamour of the crowds 
In sullen contemplation would I muse 
And oft invoke the tuneful nine to come, 
With influence, from the Pegasean fount ; 
And call around me all the pow'rb of song, 
In sober Melancholy's garb array'd. — 
And now, O shades, Ye witness, for Ye muft 
Witness — my long — my sad — my last farewel. 
No more may I the thoughtful paths frequent; 
No more recline beneath the gloomiest shade ; 
No more delight me, with the whispering sound 
Of breezes, stealing thro' each dark recess ;— 
No more, attentive, listen to the voice 

* Her maiden name was Martha Boles, an elegant and betotilal 
iroman, first wife of the writer's Father. 
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Of sportive echo, answering back my lays.— 
How ofty at fall of evening, have I climbed 
Along the scope of yon hoar hill's ascent ; 
And viewed beneath me, from his misty top^ 
The wide extended Ocean, by the winds 
Infuriate toss'd ! or saw its glassy face, 
While ev'ry wave lay motionless and calm. 
Reflect the craggs, impendent o'er its deep, 
Its placid bosom seeming to invite 
The credulous mariner to trust the smiles 
Of Ocean's faithless and tremendous gulph !- 
Thrice happy Ye ! whom Fate's behest ordains 
The simple tenants of the rural shade ! 
Most enviable state; enjoy your bliss. 
And, thank kind Providence ! my lot is set. 
In such a station, as to roam beyond 
My native limits, to far distant tribes, 
Of different hues, and of a speech unknown, — 
How vain the projects all 6f feeble man ! 
Fondly did I felicitate myself. 
On the domestic lot ; and little thought 
Myself ordain'd to travel o'er the deep. 
To find my portion set— ^far — far — away, 

In distant cljmes — attainable by few. 

Ah me ! now sorrowing must I part those scenes, 
Endear'd by long acquaintance ; where a child 
I've sportive strayed — and grown to riper years, 
Have known to feel departure more severe. 
And lose those friends, companions of my youth. 
And, yet — My Father — oh ! had Heaven indulg'd 
My wish ! yet, wise are Heav'n's supreme decrees. — 
Me Honour calls — my Father's wish incites. 
That wish — most sure — the welfare of his child 
His wish determines — and my welfare tells 
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That I— should wish the same ! Fortune invitcs^- 

Already Fancy wafts me to the shores 

Of rich Hindostony and around I view 

The richest products bounteous Nature give*.— 



* The reader will peruse the foregoing lines with indulgence^ 
while he considers the youth of the writer, and with interest an4 
sympathy when he reflects on his early and heroic destb. Tkcy 
were written immediately before the embarkatioii of ti^e withiot fat 
India, After remaining there four years, and aunnouptins ail tii« 
effects of a climate fatal to so many, he fell in actk>n, in ue batde 
of Delhu under General Lake, on the 11th of September, 1809^ in 
the twenty-first year of his age. The only consolation rBmaining 
to the afflicted father of this gallant and accomplished young nuu 
is the reflection, that if hb career was shorty it was onstuoed by 
crime, and closed in glory. 



LINES 



BY WILLIAM PKESTOliry 



Oa the lamented and untimely Death rfhit Son, William 
Preston the Younger ^ who xdos killed at the Battle of 
Delhiy in the Tvoenty-first Year of hie Age. 



nmUrt wail* IwtttMn 



With every tide, with every wind^ 
I watch'd the tardy sail from Ind; 
While, still reviving, still delayed, 
Hope on the sicken'd spirit prey'd. 
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I caught) with fond impatience wild. 
At every rumour of my Child. — 
At length it comes — the tardy sail 
With news of carnage loads the gale. 
Oh stroke, that I must long deplore !-^ 
My Son, my William, is no more— 
Among th' heroic slain he lies — 
And who has heard his parting sighs f 
As, sinking on the plain, he bled. 
What hand sustained his drooping head h 
What pious accents chear'd his death ? 
What Friend receiv'd his parting breath ? 

In pomp decay'd, where Delhi's wall 
Appears to mourn an Empire's fall. 
Where Palaces, their splendor gone. 
Are tottering o'er th' imperial Throne, 
And Monuments of Timur's race 
Are moulderiug thro' the dreary space. 
Oh, welt'ring to the torrid sky, 
How many youthful corses lie, 
So late the gaUant and the braye, 
Now, wretched earth denied a grave f 
Where Jumna, spreading o'er the plain. 
Beholds his current choak'd with slain. 
The fatal field with gore is red. — 
What tongue laments the valiant dead ? 
What eyelids pour the pitying tear ? 
What hands the funeral pile uprear i 
The Vulture's scream, and Eagle's cries — 
Are these, my Son, thy obsequies ? — 
Oh, far remote, unheard, and low, 
From drooping eyes the sorrows flow* 
While rapine wild and faithless deed 
Ordain the victim Host to bleed. 
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TTie gnntle Sister, constant Wife, 

The parent fond must mourn the strife. 

What airy phantoms had I chac'd ! 
What fond delusions fancy trac'd ! 
For ever hid in chcarless gloom ! 
Subsided all within the tomb ! 
To heights ideal I pursu'd 
The fair endowments that I view'd, 
And saw them win the virtuous praise. 
Too rarely sought in modern days. 
And sure, the talents of my Son, 
In arts and arms the palm had won, 
Had -Heaven enlarged his narrow span, 
To full maturity of man. — 
With judgment ripe beyond his age 
Jle turn'd each bright immortal pdge. 
In early youth, the classic hoard 
His mind with high conceptions stored. 
From precept and example brought 
By Sagos, and by Heroes taught — 
He felt the pow'r of lofty rhyme, 
'J\) waken thoughts, and aims sublimet 
The kindling eye, the conscious breast, 
'i'ho forms of good and fair confesU 
TIh! produce of his youthful vein 
(Javo earnest of poetic strain, 
And true to symmetry and grace. 
His eye could just proportion trace 
With glance, as rapid as bis mind, 
While Fancy all he saw combined, 
And bade his artist hand pourtraj 
rho charms that Nature's works display. 

Oh, how unlike the youth we meet> 
That croud the theatre and street ! 



'I* 
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The vain, luxurious^ heartless brood) 
Witliout a mark^ or Ukelihood-^ 
By folly harness'd to her car, 
The bane of Peace, unapt for War : 
He scorn'd the poor pursuits and plays. 
The trivial aims of boyish days^ 
To feel the high heroic flame, 
A manly rank with men to claim. 
To feel each energy of thought, 
For well he wrote, and bravely fought. 
He did not live, his course to guide, 
By precepts, classic lore supplied ; 
Yet, nobly prodigal of breath, 
He learn'd from them contempt of death. 
Scarce conscious where, I listless rauge^ 
In change of place> to find no change, 
While every smiling cheek I view. 
Bids all my sorrows rise anew'; 
And every face, that happy shows, 
Appears to triumph in my woes. 
Ev'n objects dearest to my heart, 
With ev'ry charm, a pang impart. 
Oft as I see the sun arise , 
The tear shall glisten in my eyes, 
For hip, that sought an orient clime, 
To perish in the youthful prime. 
And fancy still behold thy fall. 
And still thy youthful form recall.-^ 
Has life prolonged her listless dream, 
My Son, to make thy death my theme. 
To pour the weak enervate verse, 
Unworthy ofiTfing, on thy hearse ? 
For me remains the mournful pride, 
To think my Son has bravely died, 

VOL. Ill* F 
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That if he fell in youthful prime, 
His Dame was never stain'd with crime. 
And happier sure the parent's doom> 
Whose Son is honoured in the tomb. 
Than his who mourns a worthless race^ 
In life continued, for disgrace, 
To link dishonour with a name. 
And tinge a Father's cheek with shame. 



TO 



ON HER APPEAEING TO RETIEE FROM A WINDOW. 

Lady, a little while remain ; 

Unworthier eyes may gaze on thee : 
And know, ^twill soothe the heart's sad paiu, 

Though but awhile thy charms to see. 

Alas ! what scenes of bliss have fled, 
Since first thy peerless smiles I saw ; 

Reviving else, those scenes are dead, 
If thou, 6 Once-Belov'd ! withdraw. 

Like hope, thou beamest from afar 

A bright though intermitting ray : 
I hail thee, beauteous as the star 

That softly gilds the setting day ! 
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THE WINGS OF LOVE. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH, 

BT MR. BALLAS. 



Tis said Love flies ; — ^whence came his wings f 
The Boy was born with no such things. 
For Innocence wou'd never rove, 
And wings were useless then to Love : 
Nor did they shoot up as he grew, 
Por Infancy is fond and true ; 
Thus, still unfledged, he reachM the age 
IVhen tender sighs the heart engage. 
For Constancy will ever prove 
The sister fair of youthful Love : 
But soon as e'er one balmy kiss, 
From Chloe's lips, had sealed his bliss, 
V And taught his little heart to leap, 
The callow points began to peep. 
Another kiss ! — the callow points 
To pinions sprout with downy joints. 
Kiss follows kiss ! — two days, 'tis said, 
Full plumage o^er the pinions spread. 
In fine, he talkM and wooM so well. 
He gainM much more than I shall tell. 
Soon as his power the Urchin knew. 
He proudly clapt hb wings and flew. 

f2 
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NIGER. 



A COLLEGE EXERCISE. 



->■*- 



Opening of the Poem — Scenery of the Kiger — ^Distress of Psritt 
whilst travelling to discover its source — ^Difficult access to flia 
interior of Africa — ^These difficulties not a sufficient obstacle tv 
the pursuit of the Slave Trade — The mufortunes it eotaiU oa 
the Africans — ^Revenged by the calamities peculiar to the Wok 
India Islands — ^Tlie earthquake of Port Royal — Tbe yellow 
fever — ^The war in Domingo — ^The happiness an introductioii vt 
Christianity into Africa would occasion — Conclusioii. 



Still is the night, and slow the twilight hours 
Throw their dim veil o'er Rhedicyna's tow'rs ; 
All silent now the tardy waves that glide ^ , 

Beside her walls, a lucid, sparkling tide. 
Save when the light waves tinkle on' the shores 
Or echoes regular the dashing oar. 

Fair evening star ! whose scintillating fires 
Silver with paly light these glimmering spires I 
Fair star ! that walk'st in brightness thro' the sky^ 
Vast is the scene now bursting on thine eye ! 
Subject to thee, all earth's wide surface yields, 
Spain's citron groves and richly cultur'd fields^ 
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The vines that blush beneath Hesperia^s sky, 

And all the spicy wastes of Araby — 

Ah, would like thee, that I could mount and stray,. 

Borne in thy car along thy skyey way ! 

With eye like thine each distant realm explore, 

Each blooming paradise, each desert shore, 

Though still my Albion I should view not there, 

A race than thine more brave, a land more fair ! 

Come Fancy, thou ! and bear me on thy wing. 
Bear me to distant Niger's mystic spring I 
To fancy's eye e'en now his streams expand. 
In fancy now upon his marge I stand ; 
See slow and sullen round his huge streams glide. 
Deep as the sea, and as the ocean wide ; 
Mark his rough cliffs impending, rude and steep, 
Crown'd with imperious forests, dark and deep : 
The blazing sun shoots down 'his fiercest ray. 
The hov'ring vultures shriek in air for prey. 
Dark purple clouds sail in the oppressive sky. 
And mountain cataracts thunder from on high, 
No human voice is heard, no soothing sound. 
But Nature in her wildness reigns around. 

Here late fktigue's and famine's gasping prey, 
Albion thy Parke an outcast wand'rcr lay, 
Here the cold earth received his fainting head. 
The humid rushes form'd his dewy bed. 
But what though hence full many a thousand mile 
Lay the green borders of his native isle ; 
Tho' no kind, anxious relative was near 
To soothe his melancholy, dry his tear; 
Though sick and cold and faint he press'd the strand : 
Savage the tribes around, and drear the land ; 
Still Hope beam'd mildly in his swimming eyes, 
Slill with Wong faith to heaVn his pray'rs arise* 

r 3 
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^^ O save me Thou whose all protecting poVr 

'^ Preserves the meanest insect, humblest dovfy, 

'' Whose parent hands the lowliest moss imbue 

** With freshening rains, and renovating dew, 

** If me not wealth's not powVs proud brilliance fii'd^ 

" Nor dire Crusader's * bigot zeal inspired, 

**. Far from my friends, my home, my native land, 

"If Science led me to this dreary strand, 

** Oh Father save me from my opening grave, 

** Oh stretch thine arm, thine arm sUll pleas'd to 

save'' — 
And Heav'n attended : to their huts with care. 
He bade a negro band the wanderer bear ; 
Still sound the notes the simple Afric sung, 
As, pitying o'er his paly form he hung— 
" Loud howl'd the storm; fast drove the sleety 

show'r, 
*^ The white man bent him to the tempest's power. 
^* No wife's, no mother's care, beside our shed 
" Faint, weary, weak, he laid his friendless head ; 
" The white man now shall feel the negro's caie, 
'^ Our kind assistance and our pity share — 
^' And now are stilFd the storm, the furious blast, 
'' And gone the sleety show'r that drove so fest ; 
'^ No more the whirlwind's force deforms the air, 
'^ For he that owns the power delights to spare* 
*^ What though full oft beyond th' Atlantic wave 
** His kindred lord it o'er the wretched slave, 

* This expression is not meant to relate to the wan imderta)[eB 
to re-establish the Christians in the Holy Land, but to some of the 
continental wars towards the conclusion of the dark agea^ and 
particularly to the expeditions of Cortes and Pisarro againit 
Mexico and Fcru» where Religion and the Cross were made p 
pretext for Atrocities disgraceful to hnmanity. 
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'^ 1'he white man safe shall go, and with him bear 
" Along his toilsome way the negro's pray'r."— 

For sad his toils who roves thy banks along 
Gigantic stream ! thy rocks, thy wastes among, 
'Midst savage tribes, and realms and wilds unknown, 
\Vho bends his way unfriended and alone ; 
* What tho' not there, as fabling Greeks have told^ 
The fanged Gryphon guards his secret gold. 
No Gorgons glare, no igneous torrents roll 
All the wild ravings of the fev'rish soul ; 
Yet dire the terrors of the wand'rer's way 
Where ambush'd snakes lie horrible for prey, 
Where pois'nous insects hustling swarm in air. 
And wons f the wild-beast in his gory lair ; 
Where round him far prima^v^l groves are spread, 

No sheltering cot to rest his weary head 

Ah ! what avails it that his footsteps rove 
Thro' the rich scenery of the darkest grove, 
Ah what avail the verdure of the strand, 
The waters rippling on the yellow sand. 
The birds imbued with many a lovelier dye, 
Than boasts the rainbow in his dewy sky. 
The songs tliat echo from the tow'ring trees, 
The rich perfumes that linger on the breeze. 
When hunger prompts the agonizing sig^. 
Nor friend to pity or relieve is nigh ? 
I And could not all these perils of the way 
Save thee, sad land, to Europe's lusts a prey ? 

* .^chyl. Prom. Vinct. Line 811. 
Out of the ground uprose 



As from his lairj the wild beast where be wons. 
In forest wide. miltov. 

X It is not the system of the slave trade which is here attacked* 
^nt the abases and inhumanities introduced into it. During th^ 

V 4f 
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These bulwarks form'd by Nature's hand withhold 
The ruffian bauds that tear thy realms for gold ? 
Ah no ! as rush the accursed bands along, 
In vain gaunt famine scolds thy wilds among. 
And conscience stings, and mercy pleads in vain. 
When Avarice goads them on, and points to gain — 
Fair laughs the morn and sprightly blows the gale, 
The streamers wave, and swells the bellying sail. 
And foams beneath her keel the whitening spray. 
As bounds the slave-ship on her destined way— 
Now from the mast the sailors bail the land 
Now safe she rides and anchors by the strand- 
Oppressors come ! ye that your short-liv'd hour 
Shine slaves of fortune and of ill-got pow'r, 
For whom the Negroe's wounds and Negroe's cry- 
Have raised the pile of human greatness high ; 
Smile ! as you view those whom your fell command 
Have torn with dire grasp from their bleeding land, 
Those who at home on Afric's happier shore 
Have tasted every social bliss of yore, 
Have mix'd in friendly happy groups to bound 
To the moresco drum's inspiring sound, 
Have led the wandering white man to their shed. 
And heap'd with leaves his hospitable bed ; 
For him exhausted all their little hoard, 
And heap'd with all they had the genial board— 

Stiff and corrupting: fled their guileless breath 

Stamp'd with the livid characters of death. 

Smile ye on herb/ wildest griefs possest, 

Whose dead babe clings around her throbbing breast, 

{>re8ent state of Africa, that the slave trade cannot be entirely ab<>- 
ished, has been plainly proved by Parke's Travels, and Dam n 
his Hist, of Dahomy. See likewise the Anti-Jac. Review, VoL in 
Pag. 298, 
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Smile on the frantic wretch that idly raves 
And calls for friends far, far beyond the waves ; 
On him from whose dim eyes no tear drop flows. 
Whom long-lost sense forbids to feel his woes. 
That groans not, lifts not his dejected head, 
Motionless stretch'd along his pebbly bed, 
Laugh, tyrants laugh, heave no relenting sigh. 
Nor let one glistening tear disgrace your eye ! 

And ye sad few whose life and sense remain. 
Why glance your eyes along the vasty main ? 
Why o'er the clouds, whose wildly heapM array 
Crowns ocean's edge, as chance your eyes to stray, 
Weep ye ? ah there ye fancy lies your isle. 
Your friend's caresses and your childrens' smile ! 
Why thus abruptly from your broken sleep 
Start ye and sigh in grief too big to weep ? 
Ah still in dreams ye see the baleful light 
With which your crackling huts illum'd the night. 
When first your captors rang their loud alarms, 
And tore the widow from her orphan's arms, 
Stabb'd your sick parents as supine they lay, 
And bore ye, shrieking, from your huts away— 
And now ye wake to hear the scourge's sound, 
And groans, and shrieks, and misery all around, 
To feel the vengeful twisted scourge applied, 
Lash round your limbs and harrow up your side; 
Or toil in torture by the furnace flame 
That peels the parch'd skin from your with'ring frame* 

Meek, injur'd souls, your helpless piteous cries, 
Your quiv'ring tears and agonizing sighs. 
With mournful eloquence ascend on high, 
And call the avenging angel from the sky. 

. Those highest heav'ns, those golden thrones among^ 
Where brightest seraphs chaunt the eternal song. 
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Sits thfs avenging angel ^'neath his eyes^. 

Earth's varied scene in out-stretch'd prospect lies. 
His keen^ his piercing eyes that know no night, 
BathM with one stream of everlasting light ! 
That scan each injury, each latent ill, 
Each embryo crime scarce hatch'd within the will. 
His the fell torch that lights the flames of war ; 
The trump', that wakes the tempest from afar ; 
Sounds, as he comes, the quiver by his side, 
With darts of baleful pestilence supplied : 
The murky cloud, the tempest's sheeted flame, 
Float in dark eddyings round his aweful frame. 
Slow wave his wings — dread ensign of comoland, 
A lurid scepter fills his blasting hand. 
On bleak Jamaica's cliffs he plants his throne. 
The tempest's seat of empire and his own. — 

Tremble devoted Isle ! his mandates sound. 
And hovering glooms obedient gird thee round, 
Burfl from the rending ground pale, sulpb'rous fires, 
And quick and vivid blaze the electric fires ; 
He cadis — ^The yawning Earth his voice obeys, 
And rocks and quivers on her tott'ring base. 
'Tis done— -again the sun shoots out his rays. 
Scatters the gloom, and Nature's face displays— 
But not again — ah no — they shine no more, 
The glittering towers that crown'd Jamaicans shorey 
Fall'n, fall'n, they lie, and vapoury damps arise 
Amidst their ruins steaming to the skies ; 
Her mart is hush'd : still, silent as the grave-*- 
And many a corse floats mangled on the wave.-— 

E'en now, whilst yet the proud piles smoke around. 
And fall'n magnificence bestrews the ground, 
Whilst yet the half-crush'd suff' rers gasping lie, 
Heave the short sob and quick convulsive ugh^ 
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Vengeance triunapBant drinks their fault*ring bireafb^ 
And mocks them writhing in the pangs of death. 
** Where now oppressors, where th' obsequious croud 
*^ Around your gates that meanly cring'd and boVd ; 
" Where the soft music that your eyelids closed, 
'' The robes that clad, the down that erst repos'd^ 
** The slaves that toiPd your lordly weight to bear» 
" When noon rag'd fiercest in the sultry air ? 
** As bled those slaves, when shone your favored hour^ 
The taudry zenith of your ill-us'd power, 
So bleed your mangled limbs, your quiv'riog fona 
The panting relics of the ruthless storm. 
** As tow'r the cedars on the mountain's head, 
** And proudly round their giant branches spread, 
** Drink in the fervours of the eastern sky, 
** Latigh at the lightnings, and the storm defy--** 
** So tower'd ye, reckless of the aven^ng blow, 
** Nor thought the arm that rais'd, could lay yc low, 
" But fallen ye lie, the refuse of the land, 
'* Low as the noisome weed that rots upon the strand*^ 

And mark, as high again in air he wheels. 
Each western isle his indignation feels ; 
Twangs loud around the pestilential dart. 
And rankles deep in every fest'ring heart. 
Quick spreads the poison thro' their parching frame, 
Each boiling vein drinks in the subtle flame ; 
Mark'd ye their beating pulse, their steaming breathy 
The foetid stench that spreads contagious death, 
How parch'd their throat — ^and ah ! no friend is nigh 
The grateful cooling beverage to supply ; 
No friend is nigh their starting eyes to close 
When fainting nature sinks to last repose. 
Oh stay, dire angel ! stay thy avenging hand, 
jSpare ! spare ! enough has bled the fated ^atid, 
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E'en Niger's sated genius by thy side, 
Turns from their woes his pitying eyes aside* 
It must not be — Heard ye the battle's roar, 
The shout ferocious on Domingo's shore ? 
Weep, Gallia ! weep — thy trembling squadrons fly^ 
And Afric's shouts rise joyous to the sky. 
See ! flashing far adown the mountain's brow 
Their red artillery thins thy ranks below ; 
By putrid thousands rot they on the shore, 
And feast the pamper'd eagles high with gore ; 
Death's toothless jaws relax into a smile 
As bath'd in carnage, stamps ho on the pile. 

And still while loud beneath the western sky 

Misery shall lift her hands, her suppliant cry ; 
While rings sharp anguish o'er the Atlantic main. 
There, there alone, shall angry Vengeance reign ; 
There brood attendant on his awful form 
The pestilence, the battle, and the storm. 

Oh thou that curbst the tyrant's struggling pride 
And daffs't * the threats of haughty pow'rs aside. 
But shinest lovelier when the wretch's friend 
Thou wak'st ihe fall'n to raise, the helpless to defend ; 
Oh when the din of war is heard no more. 
And preparation sounds not on thy shore. 
When rots the apostate plunderer in his urn. 
And Bourbon's milder star and peace return ; 
Genius of Albion then awake, arise ! 
Then stretch thine arm, and list' to Afric's cries. 
Spirit of Jones f that on this earthly scene, 
Didst shine a gem of purest ray serene, 

* That daff*d the world aside. shakspbarx* 

t niustris fuit ille Margarita, 
Par& luce nitens colore puro ; 
Queiii gemm« pretium latere questas, 
ConersB restitnit Peus parenti. 

Joucs, Poueot Asiat. C^mm* 
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Whose worth conceal'd thy fond Creator mourn'd. 

And gently to its parent shell returned. 

And thou too, Cooke ! and all whose hands of yore 

Round earth^s wide bounds your country's glories bore> 

And still, where-e'er your red cross flag unfurl'dy 

Strove to enlighten, humanize the world ; 

Forbid that e'er your noble zeal empire ; 

In British breasts still nurse a kindred fire : 

• With kindred virtue teach them to display 

To darkling Afric intellectual day— 

Oh let that star that still so pure, so mild, 

Has on this isle with heavenly radiance smiPd, 

Break Afric's glooms of cheerless, rayless night. 

And spread its gentle beams of gospel light ! 

No more the Negro then shall suppliant cry, 

To the rude god of fond idolatry. 

No more his savage tombs and shrines around. 

The captive's gore shall flood the smoking ground. 

But chnstian lore shall check the chiefs career — 

Win from his lifted hand the thirsting spear, 

Teach his stern heart to sooth the captive's pain, 

Nor forge with brother's hand, a brother's chain-^ 

And oft as laid beneath their cooling trees 

The swarthy bands inhale their native breeze, 

*lf eVera successful issue is put to our present Contest, and from 
our own security, we may be enabled to attend to the misfortunes 
'of other nations, nothing could be more an honour to the English 
nation, than an attempt to extend Christianity in Africa, in the 
^manner that Sir William Jones attempted it in the East. As great 
advantages might then be received from a liberal commerce 
with the negroes, as from their present compelled labours, and in 
the warm soil of Africa, almost all the valuable productions of the 
Eastern and Western Indies might be brought to native perfection. 
«ec Parke, Pag. 312, 
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See-numeraus hords in peaceful lowings graze 
Where Niger's stream 'midst new rais'd culture strays; 
Transplanted fruitage bloom amidst a wild 
Where never fruit before, or flow' ret smil'd ; 
Either rich India rbe in glowing bloom, 
Bright as at home, and shed as rich perfume, 
Where marshy fens among, and brakes, of yore 
The wild Hyenas lapp'd the traveller's gore — 
Their hearts shall turn to those who cross'd the sea 
To save the sable sons of Misery : 
For them, to heaven, their new-taught pra/rs arise. 
And call down blessings on them from the skies— 
'Midst^shouts of joy adown old Niger's tide, 
Britannia's flag shall wave in flowing pride 
Proud as the sun, that, when his dawning ray 
3preads o'er the clouds the hues of coming day. 
Tinges the banks the expanded Ganges laves, 
And sparkles brilliant in his dancing waves— 

'Hears prostrate nations hail his bright career, 
His the sole sov'reign of bis mighty sphere. 



P>IGRAM FROM THE FRENCH. 

Ned, in a long and sleepy poem, 
Attempts to run my writings down ; 

And I, my just revenge to show him, 
His verses read to half the town, 

E. A» !>• 
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ODE 



OccaHatied hy reading an Ode to Bishop Percy ^ Oft the 
Reliques of Ancient Poetry, 



When Conway's surge with horrid roar, 
Had whelm'd the Druids tresses hoar. 
Hovering o'er the haunted flood, , 
The Genius of the sacred wood, 
High the dripping mantle shook, 
And floating lyre uplifted took, 
Where bards immortal, mid the tuneAil spheres, 
Chaunt to Heroic shades the songs of elder years. 



^* Mantle, erst by Merlin given, 
" Dipt in rainbow tints of Heaven, 
'^ Fraught with many a wizard spell, 
** Mortal language dat^ not tell ^ 
" Spells that human hearts controul, 
** Awe the sense and melt the soul ; 
" At Terror's voice bid Health's bright rubies fly, 
** Or gem with pearls divine soft Pit/s angel eye. 
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" Relic of the awful Seer, 
" Wondrous key of Joy and Fear ; 
" Who can boast a kindred spirit ? 
" Who thy magic power inherit ? 
" What child of Earth shall now aspire 
" To touch the doom-denouncing lyre ?^ 
The Minstrel Choir in mute attention hung. 
Whilst to his airy harp thus Taliessin sung : 






'' Bear them from that fatal shore^ 
(Mona's melody is o'er) 
To the Nymph of fairy song, 
** Caledonia's groves among, 
" Bid her build the lofty rhyme; 
" Bid her raise the hymn sublime, 
" Fit for the King • of Bards in days of yore ; • 
*^ Fit for the mighty Lord of legendary lore/** 

Worthy of the high command. 

Hark ! the Virgin's potent hand 

Strikes the chords of pain and pleasurei 

In a sweetly- varied measure ; 

She with Pythic ardour firing, 

Felt within the God inspiring ; 
And whilst the shell resounded Percy's pmise^ 
We heard the heaven-born strains of Arthur's golde» 
days. 

O. H, Ihr 

BOI2VBVB0H. 

• AQewiu* 
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TO A hATE PRIMROSE, 



BY LOCKHART MUIRHEAD, A* M. 



Weep not, modest child of Spring- 
Lone, unpitied in the dell— - 

Snatch the joys the Graces bring;— 
Bid thy tufted haunts fareweU. 

'Reft of kindred, wherefore stay ? 

Other flowrets paint the Vale, 
Vernal Zephyrs fade away, 

Sultry vapours taint the gale. 

Come, my Emma's breast adorn 1 
Give to her thy blossom rare ; 

Emma sooths the fair forlorn — 
Emma cheers the child of care. 

Wanton now around thy tomb- 
Catch the smile, and catch the sigh- 

Rescued from the grove of gloom. 
Happy Primrose, l^ve — and— die. 

VOL. III. o 
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THE FAIRY'S INVITATION. 



Come to my bower in Summer's vale. 
Thy lonely dwelling it shall be, 

Thy only visitant the gale 
That wanders from the moon-light 



But even its wing of dewy air 

The rustling boughs shall cease to move. 
While Mercy to thy evening prayer 

Breathes her response in hymns of love. 



And when the beams of rapture glow 
Thro' the bright tear in Beauty's eye. 

In that tranc'd hour thy heart shall know 
An angel's kindlbg extacy. 



While dying Twilight's mournful sighs 
Round Nature's mossy altar heave, 

Eolian notes from starry skies« 
The plaintive minstrelsy of eve^ 
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Skall charm the enthusiasf 8 labouring breast« 
Warbling in Fancy's raptur'd eajr 

The songs that soothe eternal rest, 
The music of thy native sphere. 

Oh it will calm thy fevered brain, 
Whose fibres throb in frantic woe ; 

But never must thy heart again 

One thought upon the ff^rld bestow. 

In my lone dell, by Nature blest, 
Where her sky-tinted chaplets bloom, 

No maddening sorrow rends the breast, 
Nor sways in viMoiuury ||la<MB» 

To Virtue, Taste, and Genius dear. 
Come to my holy, peaceful bower ; 

But never must a mortal tear 
Pfofane my consecrated hour. 

That witching voice no more shall charm. 
That lures thee from thy promised Heaven, 

But when the beams of Memory warm, 
One sigh may rise, and be forgiven. 

Oil when the lightningii of her eye. 
Shall pierce the deepening veil of Time^ 

And when the long-loved visions fly, 
rU oenre thy soul with jpowers sublime, 

G 2 
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To triumph o'er the fateful past 

That clouds the morning of thy days. 

While bright thro' Fate's o'erwhelming blast 
Shall living beams of glory blaze. 



Then seek my deep embowering grove, 
There shall thy painful wanderings cease^ 

And even the breast of luckless Love 
Shall own the golden dreams of Peace. 

ADXLIVE. 

EDINBURGH, JUNE 12» 1803. 



INVOCATION, FROM THE LATIN, 

BT MRS. B , OF DERBYSHIRE. 

O ! Sleep ! thou image of insensate Death, 
On my long restless couch thy balm bestow ! 

Balm, sweeter far than is the Summer's breath 
To the lone votary of cureless woe. 

Come ! and thy dear oblivious sluml^rs give ! 

Press with thy gentle hand my closing eye ! 
How blest, unconscious thus of life, to live ! 

How blest, thus softly, without death to dye ! 



J 
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THE STRANGER, 



TO MISS GRAHAME. 



Ik Anna's bosom heaves the sigh ; 

Her breath in plaintive munnur flows ; 
And dew-drops steal from Anna's eye, 

To bear a stranger's tale of woes ; 

V 

And, sweetly, o'er her virgin form 
How steals the sympathising grace i 

How beam the features, meekly warm, 
Thro* which the inward soul we trace ! 

But Anna's fingers wake the lyre, 
The lyre the secret charm obeys ; 

Her touch thro' every trembling wire, 
The sympathetic soul conveys. 

Why at that note from Rhudland's plain. 
This mournful thrill ? — this tender glow ? 

Tis Anna wakes the mournful strain^ 
And wakes to soothe a stranger^s woe. 

<>3 
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Cncfaanting maid ! as o'er thy fornix 
In holiest rapture roves my eye, 

I feel the father — struggling — ^warm — 
And (homeward glancing) heave the sigh. 

Oh ! that my bud of sweetest bloom— 

My little maiden — far away, 
May such maturing grace assume, 

As Anna's opening charms display ; 

And that atoning Fate to me— 

(What boon so rare can Fate bestow ?) 

May grant those opening sweets to see. 
Thus prone to soothe a stranger's woe. 



GLASGOW. 



WRITTEN 

t 

IN A VSBT MINUTB SDITIOIT OP 

GRJY'S POEMS. 

BY AKKA S&WAB.D. 



J. T, 



All to the lofty Ode that Genius ^ves. 

Within these few and narrow pages Ims ; 

The Theban's strength, and more than Thebao's 

grace, 
A lyric vnxtbrss in Fairy space ! 
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LINES 

ADPB£SS£D TO JVIBS. FBANCES PKESTON, 
In ihe Yettr 1789. 

BY WILLIAM PRKSTON. 



Accept a heart, my dearest girl, 

That faithful, fond, and true, 

In Season's change, and Fortune's whirl, 

Shall ever doat on you. 

Sure, if your heart with mine accords. 

This truth I need not tell : 

No human tongue, no pow'r of words 

Can picture what I feet — 

My morning thoughts, my nightly dream, 

The subject of each pray'r — 

Have i a wish, a hope, a scheme. 

Where Fanny does not share ? 

If you but half the passion provei 

That dwells within my heart, 

To me may gracious powers above 

A length of days impart : 

But if within your gentle breast, 

Indifference holds her reign, 

Soon let me find, in endless rest, 

A kind relief froih'pain. 

a 4 
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UNES 

Written an the Commencentenf of the Kcw Year^ 1 804. 
awl inscribed to Mr 9^ Frances Preston, 

BY WILLIAM PRESTON. 



Welcome New Year — farewel the past- 
May this be happy, as the last ! 
A pang, a fear, we sometimes knew, 
Yet still on wings of down it flew. 
The future might in prospect frown ; 
Yet, still the preseut was our own. — 
May Health arise, with airy wing, 
And usher in th' enamelled Spring ; 
And may our children feel it's power. 
And rise, and blossom, like the flow'r ; 
While Competence her blessing sheds. 
And smooths the pillow for our heads.-«- 
My Tanny, thrice five circling years. 
Has shar'd my sorrows, hopes, and fears,. 
The constant friend, the tender wife, 
Thro' sunshine, and thro' storms, of life.— ^ 
Long may our peaceful union last, 
As little chequer'd as the past ! — 
Long may we sit beside the hearth. 
And contemplate our children's mirth ! 
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Long may they recompence, and share 

The plastic han<J, the parent's care ! 

Thou canst not think, wliat pride of heart 

Our six young oHve plants impart : 

The only treasure we can boast. 

The gems that deck a mother most, 

The branches th^ our board adorn. 

As fresh, and hopeful, as the morn ! — 

Their forms how fair ! how bright their eyes. 

As clear and blue as cloudless skies ! 

In these, why should my Fanny iind 

A gloomy thought to vex the mind ? 

Each darling animated toy, 

Be sacred all, to Love and Joy ! — 

Yet — when they croud our knees around, 

And eager cries of mirth resound ; 

When, thoughtless as the birds, and gay. 

They skim — they glance — in airy play ; 

I well can read your moisten'd eyes, 

How, mix'd with transport, fears arise. — 

While fond maternal care debates 

Their present health, their future fat^s. 

Foreboded wants, imagined ill, 

With mournful apprehension fill. 

In thought, you see them push from shore, 

Without a compass, sail, or oar. — 

You see them on the billows ride. 

Conflicting with the wind and tide. — 

Dismiss the fond solicitude. 

It seems to doubt that Heav'n is good. 

Trust me, these innocents shall prove 

The care of universal love. 

Shall he, that feeds the plumy race, 

And ev'n the savage beast of chace, 
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That leans, indulgent from the sky, 

To hear the raven's youngling cry : 

Shall he withhold his guardian care, 

From beings harmless, sweet, and fair ? 

He bids the dew from Heav'n distil, 

And every plant with nurture fill, 

He sends the sunshine, and the rain, 

Wifh springing herbs to cloath the plain. 

And not a tree, and not a fiow'r, 

But owns the Maker's bounteous powV. 

If he, the general care to show, 

Bids ev'n the thorn and hemlock grow ; 

Shall not these polish'd plants demand 

Support from his parental hand ; 

In health, and strength, to bid them spring. 

And timely fruits of manhood bring ? 

Our children, surely, will deserve 

A blessing from the God we serve. 

Meantime, the true maternal part 

To virtue trains the tender heart ; 

That each an ofTring may be giv'n, 

A servant to the King of Heaven. 

One portion, sure, we can bestow. 

The free-bom thought, the virtuous glow, 

Th' impression of the Maker's law. 

That fills the soul with pious awe. 

— ^This done, the rest to Heav'n resign ; 

And let the present hour be thine. 

Our bounded means exempition grant. 

From cumb'rOus wealth, and sordid want. 

Yfhy should we fear the stroke of fate. 

Whose manners quadrate with our state f 

We rush not on with vain expence ! 

Nor ape a neighbour's opulence. 
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Contented shall our being steal , 

Thro' home-bred joys, and temperate meal ; 

Nor wistful look abroad, to find 

An envious pang to gnaw the mind. 

And may the storms of fate we proves 

By mutual aid encrease our love ! 

As Mariners, that gain the shore, 

On broken plank, or floating oar, 

When now they find the danger past. 

In rapture straia each other fast. 



MOSCHUS. IDYLLIUM VI. 

TnmtlsUd. 
BY THE LATE REV. W. B. STEVENS.. . 

Sweet Star of Evening, Veaos' golden light, 
Divinest image in the iane of Nighty 
Lov'd Vesper, whose bright rays as far outshine 
Heav'ns other gems, as Luna's lustre tiine^ 
Hail genial orb ! and with auspicious beam, 
(For To ! fair Luna wanes with dying gleam) 
Illume my path ; who with no guilty aim, 
Thy soft beneficence of splendour claim. 
Not of their train am I, whose felon toil 
Makes the night-wilder'd traveller their spoil, 
Love,-- Love alone, my wandering step has mov'd, 
Shine out, fweet Star ! a lover should be lov'd. 
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That leaii.1, indulgent from t' ^ 

To hear the ravo.n's younglf ' 

Shall he withhold his guar . 

From beings harmlesSy 8t . 

lie bids the dew from F - 

And every plant with r. 

He sends the sunshinf . ^ Smicx. 

Wifh springing herbs 

And not a tree, and 

But owns the Makr 

If he, the general 

Bids C'v'u the tho ^^^ 

Shall not these t ^"^™ 

Support from h' 

In health, anc* ^aths a carpet spread 

And timely fr ith tiny tread, 

Our childrer i, nightly play, 

A blessing «eptile tribe away. 

Meantime 

To virtuf gke, no cowering toad, 

That ear X up its brief abode, 

A servr j^^oxm lustres twinkle nieh, 

S?^ r iKt fairv revelry : ^ 

Th' • '. 

Tbf yog^t ®'^^ morning's first Beam glows. 

f'^y court their pastimes close ; 

A AtnSsy wander round these scenes, 
' ^^ t^® flowers, and guard the greens. 

let ^^ vagrant step intrude 
jl^J^ful tiiought or purpose rude ; 
llH^ ^l)Ose day broods noxious schemes, 
f^iiSn^* ^^ ^^^^^' °^ welcome dreams. 



iided bow and conquering air 
Cupid aim'd a threat'ning dart, 
diii'd, the timid, trembling fair, 
a icy shield spread o'er her heart. 



Prudence, who diiciplin'd the mud, 
Bestow'd it in a cautious hour ; 

And now the cJiann is first essay'd 
To guard ber from the traitoi^e power. 

His blunted arrows back recoil ; 

The ba£Bed God in madness raves ; 
She mocks his angry, fruitless toil, 

The chilling spell her bosom saves. 



Indignant he regains the bower. 
Which wantonly be lately fled ; 

Disgrac'd be holds each future hour, 
And hides in Venus' breast his head. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A SEAT, 

In an embowered walk at Compton-place^ Sussex, 



BT T. PARK, ESQ. 



These leaf-strewn paths a carpet spread 
Where elfin feet, with tiny tread, 
In charmed circles, nightly play. 
To chase each reptile tribe away. 

No coiling snake, no cowering toad, 
Can here take up its brief abode, 
While Glow- Worm lustres twinkle nigh, 
To lume the fairy revelry : 

And though, e'er morning's first Seam glows^ 
The pigmy court their pastimes close ; 
Still oft they wander round these scenes, 
To fence the flowers, and guard the greens. 

Then let no vagrant step intrude ' 

With harmful tiiought or purpose rude ; 
For he whose day broods noxious schemes^ 
Shall find, at night, no welcome dreams. 
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THE SHIELD. 



BY MRS. JACK80V* 



With bended bow and conquering air 
When Cupid aim'd a threatening dart» 

Forewaru'd, the timid, trembling fair. 
An icy shield spread o'er her heart. 



Prudence, who disciplined the maid,. 

Bestow'd it in a cautious hour ; 
And now the charm is first essa/d 

To guard her from the traitoi^s power. 

His blunted arrows back recoil ; 

The bafiQed God in madness raves ; 
She mocks bis angry, fruitless toil. 

The chilling spell her bosom saves. 

Indignant he regains the bower, 
Which wantonly he lately fled ; 

Disgrac'd he holds each future hour, 
And hides ia Venus' breast his head* 
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The mother seeks his grief to learu, 
Then sooths him with her sweetest smiles ; 

Bids him no longer weep and mourn, 
For stubborn hearts will yield to wiles. 



His flushing cheek and wrathful look, 
Assume a soTt and gentle glow, 

As he her ready lesson took, 

To quit his darts — to hide his bow. 



Now soft and tender is he seen, 
And gently are his words exprest ; 

With subtle art, and alter'd mien, 
He robes him in a borrowed vest. 



In Friendship's guise the fair he meets, 
In Friendship's voice he whispers mild. 

As Friendship, she deceit admits. 

And nurs'd in Friendship's name the child. 

With cautious boldness, by degrees, 
He frolicks, plays, and on her breast 

Attempts to touch, and then to seize, 
The frigid guardian of her rest. 



Forbear, in agony, she cries, 
That talisman secures my ease ; 

But for its power these weeping eyes 

Would mourn the loss of rest and peace. 



r 
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There is a treacherous^ tyrant boy, 
Ah ! how unlike thy simple truth ; 

\yho robs fond virgins of their joy. 
Their smiles of innocence and youth. 



His fiery darts enflame the soul ; 

Days lose their peace, and nights their rest : 
Once on yon bank he fixed his goal, 

And aim^d his arrows at my breast. 

This shield secured me from his power, 
This shield alone protects me still, 

For oft unseen, in careless hour. 
The weak are conquered by his skill. 



Oh, pardon me, the urchin cries, 
I little knew my ven'trous deed ! 

In these sad tears, and burning sighs. 
My penitence and sorrow read. 

And let me press this guardian spell. 
Close, and still closer to thy breast-— 

He press'd, he sigh'd, his warm tears fell, 
Her throbbing heart his power confess'd« 



In wonder all her soul is tost. 
As she the sudden change revolved, 

A moment tells her all is lost, 
She feels the magic spell dissolved. 
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Wild triumph glads his alter'd eye, 
He quits the victim of his power ; 

Subdued, she scarcely breathes a sigh ; 
He flies to Venus and her bower. 

With pensive thought the lonely maid 
Retraces all the paths he trod ; 

Still lingers where she was betray'd, 
Feels all his power, and owns the God. 



BION. IDYLLIUM VI. 

Translated. 
BY THE LATE REV. W. B. STEVEH8. 

The Muses bow before Love's genial sway, 

Throu'd in their hearts, he reigns, he rules their 1 1} ; 

And the cold youth, from tender passion free. 

In vain attempts their lofty harmony. 

For him alone attemper'd to delight, 

Who wreaths, the bands that Love to Verse unii.;. 

Gay images and radiant fancies throng 

To grace the numbers of his charming song. 

O truth most clear ! for when my harp essays 

To sound heroic notes, and God-like praise. 

The harsh strain falters, and my slumbering hai>d 

Ernt mid the chords ; — but when at Love's comma, d 

!My Lydia's form, my Lydias smile renews 

The sweet effusions of my happy Muse, 

Hear ye ! — what vocal transport breathes arouiiJ ! 

Hear the insatiate Echos catch the sound ! 



J 
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MYTHOLOGICAL DESCRIPTION OF A BOX 

Appropriated to the annual reception of poetical contri* 
butionsy at the Vicarage of Hayes^ Middlesex, wheu 
the Rev* Anthony Hinton was Vicar ^ 

BT T. PARK, ESQ. 
•* DiVena figuranim positio." 



Whek the box of Pandora came down from the Gods 
To disquiet poor mortals and set them at odds, 
Twas hewn by the Fates from some health-blasting yew 
Which on Acheron's bank or Avernus's grew ; 
By Vulcan 'twas hing'd with the dirae of Life, 
By Bellona emboss'd with the symbols of strife, 
While each fiend of Cocytus his malice combined 
To make this joint present a curse to mankind ! 

But the box which Apollo now yearly displays, 
When he visits his classical villa called Hates, 
As a nostrum for that which descended of yore, 
Bright Paeon himself from a laurel-tree bore. 
Of the very same genus that Daphne's own hand 
Had formerly planted on Peneus' strand ; ^ 

By the Muses 'twas form'^d on their favourite mount. 
By the Graces thrice polish'd at Dian's pure fount, 
And fiird with each fiowrtt of Nature and Art 
That blooms from the fancy, or springs from the heart : 
On its sides are the scions of Genius chas'd. 
Round its borders, inkid, are the tendrils of Taste, 
While Wit's lucid geqis of the very first drop. 
Circumscribe a yoafijjg figure of Fame on the top* 

TOL.XU. H 



lU.'- ir'' . ^.4ft.>'■6'; .• <«. it. K 
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ON READING SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS, 

By a Young Lady of Edinburgh^ 

BY THE REV. HENRY BOYD, A.M. 



That strain once more ! it had no dying fall *, 
Tremendous minstrehy ! it shook my frame 

As upward thro' the wide Olympian hall, 
Thy genius bore me on his wings of flame. 

That strain once more !— -oh many a year is flown 
Since Collins smote the clanging lyre so strong ; 

When like the shock that runs from zone to sonet 
1 felt the sucred violence of song ! 

Our distance far we mortad minstrels keep. 
Who round the borders of Parnassus stray. 

Alone she climbs the formidable steep. 
And eyes the beam of more than solar day. 

At once almost with angels there she views 
Old Nature's mighty current ebb and flow, 

That now the desolating conflict brews. 
Now bids the vernal tints of Eden glow. 

With thee aghast, I climb the frozen wave,t 

Where the dim pole-star views the sailor^s dooin^ 

While Zombla's tempests thro' the cordage rave. 
Till each man stands hb own Gorgonean tomb. 

* Shakespeare. 
t Spirit of the Stann, an Ode. 
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With thee I climb the proud Columbian steep. 
To see the blackeuing storm expand its wings^ 

Which bending on the woods with eagle-sweep 
Its sturdy files around the valley flings. 

The son of Fingal, in his cloudy cave * 

Tuaes his aerial melody to Uiine, 
And follows "thee on iEther's limpid wave. 

From the bright pole-star to the burning line. 

Reclining on his Marathonian lance, 

The t tragic father asks who found. the shell 

That us'd his attic audience to. entrance, 
Or bid the tumults of the bosom swell. 

Even mighty Shakespear marvels to behold 
The sudden wonders of thy wizard hand ; 

There sp^tres frown, and awful scenes uufold^ 
In gloomy contrast to his magic band. 

But yfhen thy Seraph spreads his starry plume, t 
His glories brighten, as the song proceeds ; 

^thenid splendours pierce the gilded glooihy' - 
And the deep vista shows his wondrous deeds. 

Young Favourite of the Muse accept the lay, 

A primal offering from lerne's coast. 
Where like the lark that hails the rising day, 

I try to sing Edina's pride and boast. 

* Ode to Freedom. 
lEachylu s S cq bii ClioniaietA-Ue fought at the bittle of Maratbgo. 

t The Seraph, in Ode. 

h2 
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And yei thou art onknown, except to few^ 
Whp, as the Genii round the cradle wait 

Of one ordained fair Science to^renew^ 
Or fix the fortunes of his parent state : 

■ 

So these observe the glorious mark a&r. 

On which, intent, you hx your kini^ting eye s 

As the young eagle views the solar car. 

And longs to follow through the glowing sky. 

Is it thy lot a Thespian wreath to wear. 
And bid the manes of the dead return ? 

Shall the fallen patriot grace the funeral bier. 
Or rival minds with fiercest passions bum ? 

Or wilt thou seek the pure Aonian springs 
That only to the favoured few are known,. 

And nobly rising from material things, 
Aspire to make the moral world thine own f 

Tis thine on steady wing to mount the sky, 
And see her glorious dome immensely spread, 

O seize the sacred lightning;! as they fly, 
And strike triumphant Vice and Folly dead. 

'Tis thine to claim the Muses noblest right, 
O seize the holy harp in Zion strung ; 

And emulate the solemn bard of Night,* 
And him f that lights primaeval glories sung, 

AATB»TLA1ID» SEPT. 12> 1802. 

•Young. 
t MiItoii.<-»See his )ljiim to Light. 
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TO THE 

REV. HENRY BOYD, A. M. 

On reading his translation of Dante andOriginal Poems, 



Hail, lioty Minstrel of yon haunted shore. 

Where heaven-taught bards the harp of Erinstrungi 

And youthful warriors in their halls of yore. 
The mighty prowess of their fathers sung. 

Those sons of song, bright beams of other days, 
In purer worlds that glow, in light sublime ; 

Smite Heaven's bold lyre responsive to thy lays, 
Rising extatic from the shades of Time. 

And oft when moonlight trembles on the seas, 
While Midnight watches on her cloudy tower, 

Soft aereal music floating on the breeze. 
Wakes dreams of transport in thy classic bower. 

For thee the voice of Arno's* lovely vale 
Pours hymns seraphic on the listening night. 

While Heaven's pure breath in many a charmed gale^ 
Bears the wild minstrelsy of warm delight. 

• Dante. 
h3 
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That voice was hushed, while dark oblivious gloom 
Involved in night the Tuscan's bold design, 

Till on his sacred, long deserted tomb, 
Thou bad'st the torch of Fam<3 immortal shine. 



Ah ! while it blazed to consecrate his graven 
Mysterious sounds in grateful numbers flowed. 

Soft as the voice in Horeb's awful cave, 
Whien the loud tempest fled the Mount of God. 



On Glory's shrine, that braves involving night. 

Where Genius burns a pure eth^rial flame. 
In dazzlinc characters of living light, 
' Thy danng hand inscribed the poet's name. 



Tis thine to wake the long-resounding shell. 
That hung for ages on his moulderinfl; urn ; 

While raptured Fancy in her wizard cell, 
Sees the past triumphs of her powers return. 



Warming thy bosom with celestial Are, 
Lo ! the bright visions of the blest arise 

To sounds harmonious as the seraph's lyre, 
Hailing a kindred spirit to the skies. 



In those pure dreams you saw the wand'rer hail 
The long-loved vestal mid the realms -of day. 

Where silver clouds in broken columns sail. 
O'er the blue mazes of the starry way. 
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On Heaven's proud towers, unshaken add subliote, ' 
■' ^was thine to mark the warm, primeval raj 
That led the infant steps of rosy Time, 

When Nature's tetnple shone in new*bom day. 

That beam withdrew from Earth's polluted sphere, . 

]3ack to its fount, eternal and divine, 
Where the rapt spirits of empyreal car. 

Hail Light's blest source with energies Uke thine. 

The awful secrets of the world unknown, 

Gave their deep horrors to thine ardent view. 

While tortured Feeling heaved the labouring groan. 
As fierce and red the bolts of Vengeance flew. 

There frightful realms of terror and dismay, 
In vain essayecf to chill thy dauntless soul. 

Inspired of Heaven, you urg'd your venturous wqr. 
Where billowy clouds in nameless horrors roll. 

Shuddering yon scenes of endless woe I trace. 
Where Chaos glimmers in the flash of hell, 

While sickening Nature turns her horrent face. 
To think that Life should in these dungeons dwelU 

From those unfathom'd caverns of Despair, 
Where righteous Justice pours avenging ire^ 

Again you pierce the dull malignant air, 
Thick in the vapours of sulphureous fire. 

H 4 
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With eagle-speed ycm wing yonr daring flight. 

From Night's dark throne, where Stygian shadows 
lour, 
To fire with beams of Heaven the during li^t» 

That fiuntly shone round Son's dntant tower. * 

And wondering mortals view tlie vivid beam 
Ope brightening vistas dirough sepolchral (jhiom 

While long-lost scenes reviving in the s^eam. 
Glow In the hues of ever-livmg bloom. 

With thee I mark Eternal Power arrest. 
In crystal mountains, Jordan's rolling w««e. 

While thriUing awe inspires the throbbing breut. 
As waj-woro armies tread his deepest cave. 

While vengeance threatens from Uriah's tomb. 
With thee I g^e on Salem's holy towers. 

As Guilt dbtracted hears a murderer's doom, 
£ven in the gale that shook his roseate bowers 

These glorious pictures of unfading hue. 

Eternal monuments of power sublime. 
Thy magic hand in onent colours drew, 

Glowing impervious to consuming Time. 

While Fancy hovers o'er Eurotas'f stream. 
Red in the torrent of Messenian blood ; 

Again 1 hear wild Freedom's maniac scream, 
Wheu her sons pehihed on the roaring flood, 

* Sacred Dmnas. 
t Hie Helots, 
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Again I hear the faint expiring groan. 

While the soul struggled in the mangled fomi| 

Of him ♦ who fell before her trembling throne. 
While Spartan laurels withered in the storm. 

These solemn sounds aroused my startled soul^ 
Like pealing thunder at the dead of night, 

When o'er the hills the bursting tempests roll, 
And awful grandeur marks the cloudy flight. 

Prophetic dreams thy labouring bosom warm, f 
Of glorious days in Freedom's blissful reign^ 

When living fires shall the cold bosom warm, 
Galled in Oppression's adamantine chain. 

Oh bear these sounds, ye Zephyrs of the west, 
Far o'er the ocean's proud tumultuous wave. 

To sun-bright isles, where Nature groans opprest. 
And drags the loathed existence of a slave. 

O haste, ye airy wanderers of the sky. 
And bear the minstrelsy of Erin's shore, 

To wake the beaming blessing of the eye, 

And bid the captive, Heaven's blest power adore. 

Accept this lay— a faint response to thine. 
Faint as when Echo hears an angel's hymn. 

And tries in vain the melodies divine, 

Borne by the wild winds to her caverns dim. 

ADELXKX. 

* Phcebidas. 
t The Wanderer. 

V 

ftlXHSURGif, KOV. 19, 1803. 
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TO 



TuirAS not the quick and dazzling glance. 
That fires and overpowers the soul. 

And wraps it in delirious trance, 
That bow'd me to thy sweet controul : 

No ! 'twas from eyes of heavenly blue, 

A languid, tender, timid ray, 
Stealing through lids of darkest hue. 

That won me from myself away. 

'Twas not the firm, commanding voices 
Whose rapid eloquence overflows, 

And seems at homage to rejoice, 
That roused my breast from dull repose.^ 

No ! 'twas the soft and melting tones, 
Like nectar dropping from thy tongue. 

By which my heart thy empire owns ; 
^Its every chord to Passion strung. 

And while that winning voice I hear. 
And while those beaming eyes I see, 

Than light, or life, to me more dear, 
My bosom's sovereign thou must be ! 
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EPISTLE 



TO- ROBERT ANDERSON, M. D. 



} 



The day shines bright, the storms are o*ef 
That blurr'd the face of winter hoar; 
The icy breath of March has ceais'd; 
Congenial with the bleak north-east 
The sloe fr6m ebon spears has giv'n, 
His scanty garlands tempest-.dhven, 
To all the whirling winds of heaven : 
Whilst ev'ry hawthorn spray is dight 
Witii pearls enchasM in emeralds bright ; 
Far richer than the girdle wore 
By the proud tyrant of Mysore ; 
Nor purer could that gem appear^ 
Which shone unique in Charles's ear. 
See Nature ev'ry joy renews — 
Shall man alone his praise refuse ? 
Now all the elements rejoice, 
Creation lifts one grateful voice ; 
Come, let us join the jocund throngs 
Come listen to the woodland song, 
My friendly Genius, come^along I 
Exchange Edina's dusky towers, 
For Roslyn's fane> and fragrant bower< 



} 
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Quit for a while thy studious cell. 

Where Science loves with Worth to dwell ; 

Where Truth and Candour, hand in hand. 

Joyful attend thy kind command ; 

And critic Skill, howe'er keen-ey'd, 

Keeps bland Good-Nature by her side ; 

To vernal joy devote a day, 

Arise, my friend, and come away ! 

Then hast'ning to the ruin'd shrine, 

At Fortune we will ne'er repine ; 

Along the velvet sward forget 

The thorns our worldly way beset. 

The wants, the woes, the toils, the strife^ 

That vex the pilgrimage of life ; 

Or pausing o'er the mighty dead. 

Where Edward's triple legion bled \ 

And Victory, long-invited guest. 

Sat plum'd upon the Regent's crest ; 

Rejoice in Scott'sb and English hearts. 

Now firmly join'd in arms and arts, 

Estrang'd no more by foreign leagues. 

No longer curst with French intrigues ; 

Or wand'ring through each antique room. 

The castle's vault, the dungeon's gloom ; 

Whilst feudal reliques there we see, 

Triumph in British liberty ; 

And whilst each object, far and near. 

Delights the eye, and charms the ear, 

The Poet's f observation own, 

** God made the country, man the town/'^ 

• Battle of Bosljn, A. D. 1S0«. 
t Cowpcr. 
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^Vhen man in innocency walk*d, 

And freely with his Maker talk'd, 

A garden was the chosen place 

Of mortal bliss, and heav'nly grace ; 

(The scene from earth hath vapish'd long. 

Yet blooms for aye in Milton's song ) 

So purest pleasure still is found 

Where rural solitudes abound ; 

'Tis there where youthful Poets dream ; 

*rhe sage finds tliere his Academe ; 

There bosom friends together meqty 

Empty their breasts of counsels sweet * ; 

Free from the busy world's controul^ 

Man communes calmly with hb soul^ 

Rfidsea from earth its thoughts on high. 

And lifts it to the Deity. — 

Then let m some few hours employ 

In contemplation's holy joy ; 

With swe^t society between^ ^ 

To gladden and improve the scene ; 

Nature's fair volume there peruse^ 

Whose pages well the mind amuse, 

Quitting vain books, amongst the trees 

Find leaves that teach, and tongues that please f ; 

Draw from the scenery 8 round. p 

Truths not in many authors found ]^ 

Trace Providence in all it gives, 

And good in ev'ry thing tl»t lives.— 

But let the female group be there, 

No bliss compleat without the Fair ! 

* MkUommer Night's preanif Act i. Sc !• 
t AsYottLttcIt, Aetii. Scl. 
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And would that Priestess of the Nine, 

The tuneful tender Adeline, 

There wake the wild notes of her lyre '; 

E'en from the blest poetic choir 

The Bard of £sk would charm'd look do^n 

Proud were the melody his own, 

Joyous to hear, that once again 

The Muses haunt his Hawthomden.-— 

Yet, O forgive when mid these shades 

A secret grief my soul pervades ; - 

Abstracts me from the scenes I love. 

To muse upon a Saint above ! 

*Twas there she tript o'er flow'rs orMay, 

As blooming and as pure as they — 

Ah ! some within my breast I'll save. 

To strew upon her hallow'd grave.— 

Yet why should I such woe impart 

To draw one sigh from "Friendship's heart ? 

No more — come join the cheerful throng, 

My Friend, my Genius, come along ! 

G. B. & 

zfiiVBVROH, Mat 18, 1803. 



EPIGRAM FROM THE FRENCH. 

Surrounded by foes, 'mid the ashes of Troy, 

Eneas preserv'd his Sire's life : 
That so noble a deed some reward might enjoy. 

Heaven kindly took from him bis wife* 

R. A. Dt 



Ill 



NOCTURNAL VIEW OF THE MOUNT • 

Near Dromore, in the County Downy Ireland. 

BT THE REV. HENRY BOYD 

TRANSLATOR OF DANTE. 



IN^iobt-wand'rikg Spirit! (whatsoe'er tbyname^) 
Who marshaird here of old thy warlike train, 

l^ethinks I hear thee mourn thy faded fame 
To the night breeze, in many a plaintive strain. 

For deep in central gloom the Demon f weeps 
That, in a Minstrel's form, enflam'd thy pride, 

Which claimed the region round, from Donard's^ 
steep. 
To the rich dales on Banna's flowery side. 

* The idea is here adopted, that this remtftlcable emiiieiice 
(situated near the Hi ver Lagan) was either a fbrtificatian) ora 
place of military rendezvous. Some have supposed it a sepulclftal 
monument. 

t See the character givoi in^Spenaer's State of Ireland of the 
antient Irish Blinstreb or Bards. 

X Domurd, or SUeverDonard, the highest mountain in Ir^Uoijdl^ 
in the northern extremity of Moume, in the county of Down*^ • 



\^l' .' 's mMy\me^t. iT..-^,L ■•I ^ 
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In vain, where Lagan leads his murmVing w«vc. 
Thou often scem'st thine airy trump to wind, 

Calliug thy lost battalions from the grave — 
Oblivion's spells thy sleeping legions bind. 

And oft thou court'st the rising winds to swell 
The stormy concert of their martial song, 

And call'st the Water Fairies of the Dell 
To join the chorus as they sport alongi 

Far other pageants, on each sacred mom, 

(Whose dawn the Demon's fear) salute the sight ; 

Far other sounds, on balmy Zephyrs borne. 
The peasants to yon House of Prayer invite. 

Far other troops *, in many a blooming file, 
Are seen to muster on you hills afar, 

And bend their march to yonder hallowed pile 
To learn Enimanuers nidiments of war* 



* This alludes to the orderly trains of children teen marcbiagi 
two and two, every Sunday eveni.ig, in different directions^ to 
Droniore House, from the different Sunday Schoola muutainad 
by the Bishop. Thev are there assembled m the lawn befiMC bis 
Lordship's door, and catechised by different examiners. Between 
four and five hundred children are sometimes collected on this 
occasion. Besides the distribution of books, his Lordship givei an 
halfpenny to every child who answers property. Once* as a 
Christmas donation, he ordered twelve doaen of combs to be 
bought, and distributed among them : this may seem a ciiem- 
itance too trivial to be introduced here ; but, as it strongly marb 
bis Lordship's humane attention, the propriety of its being taowa 
wlU not be denied by those who allow that such examples ought tt 
be imitated. The superior cleanliness, order, and decency of Ike 
young people in that neighbourhood are very conspicuous. The 
children are particularly tausht to abhor lying and theft, and* in 
consequence of this* om; o£ tnem was known to have found mooc^ 
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Where'er the sacred ensign waves on high 

Upborne, tho' viewless, o'er the moving scene, 

In thought I see the bafiSed tempters fly, 
And dusky shadows flit across the green. 

The Crozier is their guide. No feeble hand 
Is seen to raise the standard of the Faith, 

And oft their Leaders voice directs the band, 
To ward the double wound of sin and death. 

As yon bleak hills his fostering care proclaim, 
With solemn groves, and smiling vistas, gay, 

His fimtig care (a nobler source of fame) 
The blooms of Salem to the 9un display. 

Mellow'd at his command, the niggard earth 
The tender Scion feeds, from richer mold 

So, when a soul of more celestial birth 

He finds, his tendance bids its powers unfold. 

Hail ! reverend Patron ! Hail, respected Name ! 

Mute are the transports of the youthful band. 
But could they sing thy praise, applauding Fame 

Would propagate the theme to distant lands. 

on the public road, and immediately candied it to the Town-Crier 
in order to disScover an owner. 

In this course his Lordship has persevered more than sixteen 
years, and by these and similar means is so surrounded by young 
Loyalists, taught to fear God, and honour the K'mg; that, during 
the late Rebellion, his was the only Gentleman's house in the 
neighbourhood that had not a- military guard ; and, in the exten- 
sive plantations, which he had reared during his residence at 
Dromore, his were the only woods on which there was not a single 
tree cut down for the purpose of making pikes. The- above par- 
ticulars are recommended to the attention of such as are disposed 
to controvert the utility of Sunday Schools. 

TOL. III. I 
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But, could the plaudit circle round the zones. 
Poor is that cloudy theatre to thee ! — 

A voice is heard, amid the saintly thronei. 
Prelusive to a nobler symphony. 

If one regenerate soul is joy above, 

Faith, plum'd by Hope, a chorus hears on high, 
Applauding, >vhen, betimes paternal love, 

Such numbers calls the hallowed task to plj. 

Long may the lessons of the Pastor's care, 
That woke the sacred flame, its soarings gaid% 

And aeras long of lineal worth declare 
What virtues o'er the rising race preside. 



EPIGRAM. 



Cokimna's quite a fright to me. 
While Ned can only beauty see. 

With every grace her form adorning! 
We both are wrong, and both are right ; 
Ned sees her still by candle light. 

But I have seen her in the morning ! 

E. A. ]>» 
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TO A LADY, WITH A ROSE. 



BT TB£0P,dlLV8 SWIfT, X8Q. 



When Venus first from ociBan spntiig, 
' With rapture earth exulting fung. 
And gave, on that auspicious morn. 
The Rose, for Beauty then was bbm. 
The blooming stranger Venus Tiews, 
Its balmy blush, and day-bright hues, 
Marks tlie ]green fence that guards it roUBd, 
For then no jealous thorn was found. 
Sweet was her kiss :-^The Rose receive* 
The charm through all th' iinpassionM letT^s 
In nectar now she bathes the bud. 
Now plunges in the purple flood : 
Instant, the finished Wonder grows 
The Type of Love, and Beauty's Rose. 

To Paphos, then, she bore the flower^ 
And planted in her favorite bower. 
And watch'd, ahd nutst, and tended theHl, 
As yet too young the blast lo bear ; 
Now fearing, folded from the night, 
Now waked to meet the morning lieht ; 
With her own breath pferfumed, and fami'd^ 
Her breath, as 2^phyr's Whiiper blAnd) 

I 2 
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And the warm sunshine of her eyes 
A soul of fragrant life supplies. 
Then ever fair, and ever young, 
The triumphs of the Rose she suog^ 
And thus the Daughter of the Main 
Prophetic raised the Teian strain. 

** Fairest, fondest child of earth, 
" Pledge of pleasure's infant birth ! 
" When thine early blooms appear, 
'' All shall own Our season near. 
" Thou shalt crown the mantling bowl^ 
" Thou shalt chear the Lover's soul. 
** Dear tp beauty, dear to love, 
** Dear to every Muse above ! 
" With the Rose's annual praise 
'^ Bards shall purple all their lays ; 
" And when chaplets they compose 
** Change the Laurel for the Rose. 
*^ Dpes the swain his wishes breathe I 
** Rosy bands his brow shall wreathe. 
'* Does he sing the charmer's cheek ? 

There, shall rosy blushes break. 
" Rise the rosy -bosomed hours ? 
" Each shall hail the Queen of flowers^ 
" Moves the morn with rosyjinger f 

O'er thy bud her hand shall linger^ 

Whibt to thee her melting eyes 
** Pay their dewy sacrifice. 

In the dance delight our Graces f 

Rosy feet shall print their paces ; 

As their golden. ringlets fall, 

Wreath'd with rosy coronal. 
" And should either sister dare 
'^ Jhenc^ ike rival Rose to tear^ 



«< 









iir 

** We will spring a thorn around, 
" Her invidious touch to wound. 
*♦ When with sickness faints the heart, 
**' Thou the cordial shalt impart; 
** In the vase of China's earth 
** Thou shalt gain a second birth, 
•' And the dead, beyond the tomb, 
** Steal from Thee a lasting bloom/' 

Thus sang the Queen of Soft Desire, 
The Rose resounding on her lyre. 
Then to the Boy that bears the bow 
Of power to lay the mighty low, 
The Rose she gave with rosy smile : — 
And ** haste," she said, ** to Erin's Isle ; 

Inhere seek the Swain whose heart beats high 

At once with love and poesy : 

Bid him his softest song employ 

To hymn this happy .child of joy ; 

And charge him, as he hopes to gain 
** One smile of mine, one favor'd strain, 
** To celebrate our Rose^ and sing 
** This matchless marvel of the spring; 
" This brightest emblem of our flames, 
** That Nature gives, that Beauty claims, 
*^ That Love's own hand delights to rear, 
** And Delia best deserves to wear." 






EPIGRAM FROM THE FRENCH.' 

That your wife is not young, and sweet-temper'd, 
and fair. 

No mortal, dear Damon, pretends ; 
Bat, when that she's constant you loudly declare^ 

We ask how you\e so many friends ? 

1 3 B« A.D, 



y. 
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ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG JJOiT, 

Who often requested the Author to mak^ Aer tic Subjtd 

of a Foem. 

BT W. PBl&STOK, ESQ. 



Vyz been in debt, a year and mor^ 

'Tis time, by heav'ns, to quit the aqore ! 

Jemima^ yes, it shall be done : 

And yet, bad rhymes are worse than non^. 

The Bard, dear creature, should be yQong^ 

By mirth and love the lyre be strung. 

But, when will women list to .reason^ 

Or pay regard to time or season ? 

Does it to hoary hairs belong 

To treat a Lady, with a song I 

Tb count the babies in her eyes, 

Or kisses, to her lips that rise ? 

Could I recall the vanished time, 

"When youth and beauty wak'd Uit rhyoit. 

And all the power of female charms 

My bosom fill'd with soft alarms ; 

And could I in my numbers hope 

For Priw'^ ease, and rhymes of Pope i 
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I then might tune the harp, and sing 
Of Beauty's reign, and Nature's spring ; 
And call t^ie forms of soft delight, 
With silky pinions, plum'd for flight ; 
And call the forms of fond desire. 
With lips ambrosial, eyes of fire ; 
And love shquld tremble in the chords, 
To dearest thoughts, and sweetest words ; 
While lute, and lyre, the song, the dance» 
That Beauty's blithesome reign advance—- 
The senses charm and banish reason. 
Youth is Pleasure's vernal season. 

Full fifty years have o'er me fled. 
And cast their snows upon my head. 
Jemima^ I am rather old : 
Tet age shall never make me cold. 
And you have more than I can paint. 
To make a Sinner of a Saint. 
Your eyes far softer things can say, 
Than ever flowed in Poet's lay ; 
And callous, surely, were the heart, 
That found their glances vainly ^art. 
Yet, these I see, and these commend. 
With all the calmness of a friend. 
I shall not praise your shape, and air : 
I shall not tell you, you are fair. 
Your Mirror, better far than I, 
Can all such compliments supply. 
But let this honest paper bear 
The wishes of a friend sincere. 
Soon may the voi«l within your mind 
A tenant worth the mansion find ! 
AVith manly sense, and open heart. 
Disclaiming selfish aim, and art. 

I 4 
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The stock of Love, that lies concealed 
Within your heart, may be revealed ! 
Like treasures hid beneath the plains. 
You know not yet what it contains. 
You know not all the hidden worth, 
Expansive feeling may call forth. 
So form'd to love, and to be lov'd^ 
Already in the daughter prov'd. 
The sister kind, the friend sincere. 
We can discern your proper sphere ; 
Apt, for each claim, of social life. 
To shine, the fond and tender wife. 



Still at her name Remembrance sighs ; 
The heart's flood gushes from mine eyes^ 

I never can that name forget : 
If Anger parted, Friendfhip cries — 

" Alas ! we once in kindness met l" 



And yet for her, I know, are vain 
The heartfelt sigh, the anguish'd strain : 

Though precious in her sight before. 
Unheard, unpitied I complain ; 

She lives — but lives to me no more ! 



P. L. C. 
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LEFT IN A CHAIR 

I 

In the Garden at Drakelotoe, the Seat of Sir Nigel 
Bowyer Greskj/, Bart, in the Year 1789, where the 
Author had spent a few Weeks with the Family, 

BY THEOPHILUS SWIFT, ESQ. 



When next, ye Naiads, to this blest retreat. 

Where Drakelowe's Genius fixed her ancient seat, « 

Your steps resort, to Gresley's ear convey 

This grateful strain, that Friendship springs to paj* 

On that fair altar let the Muse impart 

The sweet, the sacred incense of the heart, 

Whose odours with unfading fragrance rise, 

To Virtue dear, delightful to the skies. 

Here as I sit, and muse o'er all the scene. 

These founts of silver, and these shades of green. 

The mighty owner fills the Poet's mind :•— 

His free-bom spirit breathes in every wind : 

His ample bounty, blessing every vale, 

Flows to mankind, nor shall the blessing fail. 

As Plenty's hand the full abundance pours. 

Peace guides his flocks, and Honor guards his bowers* 

The rural Graces at his gate attend. 

And welcome with a smile th' approaching friend. 
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Prompt at his call, around his table stand 

Mirth's social Household-Gods, a jocund band : 

Blithe Hospitality f a blooming Lar, 

Leads the gay train, and shines the British star. 

Shaking ambrosial odours from his wings. 

Festivity the sumptuous banquet brmgs ; 

The Ganymede that waits on Drakelowe's Lord, 

Nor Jove's own feasts a brighter guest afford. 

And see ! yon rosy, yellow-tressed boy, 

His head with chaplets crowned, light-hearted Jcy^ 

In large libations pours the generous bowl. 

That speaks the greatness of its master's soul. 

These, Gresley, are thine own. O might the Muse, 
As her rapt fancy the fond theme pursues. 
Tell all thy worth, and to the world proclaim 
The graceful lustre of her Gresley's name ; 
Mark the strong vigor of thy manly mind^ 
With spirit elegant, with force refin'd ; 
Through each hereditary virtue run. 
The father's worth reflected in the son ; — 
This song should live ; nor wholly vain should flow. 
Th' impassion'd verse, by Friendship taught to glow. 

And thou, O Trent, whose liquid tributes lave 
These happy walls with many a lingering wave. 
As loth like me to part, like me to go ; — 
Lei the lov'd partner of his fortunes knoW, 
Not the ca]m mirror of thy crystal stream 
Smiles with so placid, so serene a beam, 
As her mild brow : where Temper ^ thron'd a Grace, 
Smooths the fair heaven that lights her cloudless face. 
Clear as thy flood, that silent steals along, 
Flows her deep sense, as lucid, and as strong : 
And thy gay bosom, glitt'ring to the sun, 
When Noon's bright beams in rushing splendours niD| 
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But half the histre of her wit displays, 
Her wit, that shines with uever-failing rayr. 
Nor these alone could animate the bard. 
Did not the Muse superior claims regard ; 
Th' attentive friend, solicitous to please 
With chearful grace, and hospitable ease ; 
The wife, that wins by each endearing art^ 
That holds the strong dominion of the heart; 
The mother, watchful of her infant care. 
Their pains, their pleasures, fond^ike to share. 
And these, as virtue dignifies the song, 
The strain of grateful rapture should prolong. 
Could the fond Muse the parting tear repel,. 
And mix her praises with her sad Farewell* 

VEB111I4B1I* 1789^ 



MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION. 



Beneath the turf where thou art laid. 
This troublous dream of Being past, 

Beneath that turf, regretted Maid ! 
^^y my worn heart repose at kst ! 

Though wrung by keenest pangs my breast^ 
How fondly o'er thy tomb 1 dwell !-» 

O f w^re it mine thy hallowed rest* 
Nor mine again the sad ** Farewel V' 



F. L. C. 



1 
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INFANCY, 



BY I>R. OGILVIB. 



'* Wbat means tbe stir in yon time-halloVd 

tower ? 
•• Why reigns o'er all this general face of joy ¥ 
** ^Vhy yields the gay parterre its fairest flower ?** 
To hail a new-bom guest, a lovely boy. 

The mother on her couch in silence laid^ 
Pain^ hope, and anguish darting o'er ber eye. 
New to the scene, thinks all her throes o'erpaid. 
Soon as she hears the little stranger cry. 

Resentful he, as one who meets alarm. 
Of tyrant force and lawless power complains : 
Yet> ah ! the spreading hand, the powerless 
Lie in the cradle swathed — a slave in chains ! 

Yet all forgot, the babe in silence sleeps. 
Warm in his cane-built hut, that moving slow 
From side to side an equal tcnour keeps. 
As waves that heave in undulating flow. 
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Hast thou seen Innocence ? — She stands in view 
White-robed and pure as Heav'n's setherial beam ; 
See from yon infant lids she wipes the dew, 
And prompts the wandering smile, the soothing dream ! 

O ! say what radiant forms thou bring'st to sight ! 
What wild notes strike the little trembling ear ! 
Whj^t dyes heav'n-tinctured, from th' abodes of light, 
Swim o'er the placid thought, all hovering near. 

I see a sparkling group their wings unfold, 
Unlike in form, in gesture, and in mein ; 
Sylphs in blue plumage, fring'd with flowering gold. 
And Fairies tripping light in vivid green ; 

And Elves, that from the hill's unclosing side. 
Pour forth, to gambol in the lunar ray ; 
Fays from the cowslip's lap, and lights that glide 
O'er the dank fen; — all as in mirthful play ! 

He wakes : and new to sight, now first unseals 
The tremulous eyelid, raised and closed in haste ; 
And now th' unsated mouth with cries reveals 
Of eager appetite that claims repast. 

The mother now unveils her snowy breast 
Swell'd with a milky-stream, and gently lays. 
Her charge, delighted, in her lap to rest ; 
Then §oftly raising, to the spring conveys. 

Instinctive Nature to the nipple clings ; 
Down glides in copious draughts, the luscious flore 9 
While round her boy th' indulgent parentOingi 
Materna) arms, and eyes him o'er and o'er. 
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Another look, another Binile succeeds ; 
To sleep she sends him, and recalls agaiil ; 
Adjusts unpliant folds, thinks, ponders, feedi 
On airy hope ;-*-how near allied to pain. 



Ah ! cease fond mother !-^-could thine hand withdnnf 
The veil that shades all human search at last ; 
Couldst thou o'efleap the bound of Nature's law. 
And see the future as thou kuow'st the past; 

An early tomb might close upon his head i 
Or anguish wither what disease might spare ; 
Or Fury rack him on his iron bed, 
Lock'd in the giant grasp of grim Despair 1 

But why with clouds o'ercast a roseate ibom f 
Enjoy the present— tis a passing hour. 
Check but vain dreams — may happier suns adotii 
With sweetly-mbgling dyes, thy budding flower ! 

Ere now, the father of th' event apprised. 
The welcome call, with joyful haste obeyed ; 
Eager he flies, with transport undisguis^ ; 
And hangs delighted o'er the genial bed. 

The dearest objects of his love, his care^ 
Now side, by side, th' alternate look surveys. 
And wandering thoughtful o'er the happy pair, 
'Tis Nature's guiding hand that points his gnxt* 

Short is his speech, th' internal joy his own, • 
His feelings stronger than his words impart ; 
A new delight, a something yet unknown, 
Low-whispering, vibrates to the manly heart. 
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True, there are spirits of ignobler kind^ 
Unform'd, and cast in Nature's rudest mould. 
Who, in a circle's magic bound confined, 
Tread one dull line, and count their treasured gold ; 

Strangers alike to pity and to love, 
Whose thought unvarying marks one sordid end ; 
Self swallowii^ all, leaves not a pang to prove 
Ii). life's last scene, the brother or the friend. 

But these, the specks on Nature's liberal plan, 
Peep from their nooks obscene, by all abhorred, 
See foreign objects as they glance on man, 
And back recoiling sink into their hoard. 

As yet the stream of life serenely flows. 
No trace of thought informs the vacant eye, 
Save when th' officious nurse disturbs repose, 
Or pain, or appetite, provoke to cry. 

But now the visual orbs begin to move. 
As sight directs, not' fixed in ideot stare *, 
But drawn by glittering forms that float abovs, 
Pursues them gliding, as it seems, on air. 

A watch, a chain, a speckled shell display'd 
That lure yon eager wandering eyes away, 
Speak of a MIND within the bustling head, 
That sets, unseen, the quivering springs in play. 

* In infancy, an ideot is soon distinguished, either fa^ a ttmtp^ 
which, although ajrparently fixed on one object^ is really dirtcted- 
|o none, or by eyes that wander over all ob|ectB suoeesaiTely w^h 
out discrimination. The first indication of Thought at this early-, 
period b, when the organs of sight are attracted by any glittering* 
fiatm, ivhich they follow with apparent wonder and desire. 
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He hears :-— yon bell alarms his starting ear ! 
And see the tiuy hands with ardour spread 
To catch yon gilded toy, now hovering near, 
Kow swinging slow, suspended o'er the bed 1 

Ambition pause ! — attend what Reason says : 
** Is not this infant's playful sport thine own ? 
Yon bauble, bright in Fancy's circling rays. 
Mocks thy vain search ; — 'tis distant, dark, un^ 
known. 



« 



** 'Tisgaineil, despised, forgot. Another scheme 
** Succeeds, but Heav'n denies th* expected joy ; 
** Doubt shades, and night o'ercasts the varyins dream; 
** 'Tis all a meteor's glance, an infants toy I' 

The forming members now expand apace ; 
He feels an eager hope, unknown before. 
And tries a new attempt with forward grace» 
Pointing his little foot to reach the floor. 

He stands, but timid, at the mothers knee ; 
Then looks and crows, as wishful of applanse. 
And seeks, poor imp, by mincing step to free 
Himself from bondage and the nursery laws. 

Unconscious of the cause — O sacred love 
Of Freedom, planted in the human heart ; 
With life's first pulse by Heaven ordain'd to mova^ 
And with its ceasing throb alone to part; 

Still may the Briton's manly bosom beat. 

At thy lov'd name, to foreign lands unknown ; 

His guardian oak be still thy native seat. 

His friends, his patrons, and his foes^—- thine ownl 
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Kow, half- released, th' adventurous urchin tries 
Another walk, impatient of command : 
But mark the fate of hardy wights ! he lies 
Sprawling and screaming for th' assisting hand) 

Angry, yet impotent, and woe begone, 
Sad fate of pride ! — Yet soon by practice braced, 
Onward with fearless heart he walks alone, 
No'r feels deterr'd by dread, by falls disgraced. 

Tis on some day, when at th' expected call 
That brings his friends to share an annual feast| 
The father meets them in the festive hall, 
And gladness reigns in every chearful guest ( 

His infant darling marking at the board, 
Some puny mate, with him in age the same ; 
Minces with meaning eyes an half-form'd word^ 
And pointing lisps the little stranger's name. 

The welcome sounds first meet the female ear, 
To each fine feeling of the heart that move ; 
These form a group apart, prepared to hear, 
And soothe the gentle pair with looks of love. 

Each in his turn obsequious to the voice 
Of his foud parent, prating while he plays. 
Speaks as his mind incites, with ease, with noise ; 
Awed now by stern regard, and soothed by praise. 

But now weak Infancy beholds her charge 
Leaping her feeble fence, nor heeding more 
Her rules, she leaves them now to rove at large, 
And gives to Childhood's hand the prattlti*s o'er. 

TOL. III. K 
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TO MISS M. S. ANDERSON, 

On the Clofe ftfthe Year 1802. 



Hakk ! the deep knell of the departed yeai^ 

Dies on the blast that sweeps the midnight tower ! 

Ah while it sounds — to scenes for ever dear. 
My soul returns in Memory's musing hour. 

Yes, while the loud stroke vibrates on my braio. 
My soul entranced in Fancy's vivid dream. 

Views Time's long vista opening bright again. 
And long lost joys revive in Memory's beam* 

To gather flowers in Childhood's fairy grove 
Thro' yielding shades the raptured spirit flies. 

And views the cherub forms of infant love, 
Tread lovelier landscapes, hail far purer skie& 

Fondly I gazed thro' the receding gloom, 

Till Truth's dread accents broke the magic spell. 

Frowning she cried, and pointing to the tomb, 

" There the gay partners of your childhood dwell*.* 

* In allusioo (o leveiml of oar early companions who are 00* 
BO more. 
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Friend of my youth, while dawns the lingering day^ 
Oh, as yoQ hail the herald of the Year, 

O'er the cold forms that mingle in the clay, 
Oh turn and shed the tributary tear. 

Shrunk is the heart whence living currents flowed, 
Heavy the clods that press the ghastly form, 

And those now slumber in their last abode, 
That we have seen with life's pure spirits warm. 

I hold thee closer to my throbbing breast, 
While sad I gaze upon their early grave ; 

As some worn wretch escaped the watery waste, 
Snatches his last best treasure from the wave* 

Seven times the sun has crossed the gelid sign, 
And faintly beamed on Winter's icy throne, 

Since first my soul confessed the powers divine, 
That Friendship consecrates and calls her own. 

Say, will the changing seasons as they roll 
Her flame, extinguish on the shrine of Truth; 

Say, will they chill the ardours of the soul, 
By Nature kindled in the breast of youth ! 

No, they shall live the pledge of joys to come, 
When souls refined shall hail the light sublime 

That streams serene from Heaven's empyreal dome, 
Thro' scenes untrodden by the steps of Time. 

Yes, they shall glow like Mercy's sacred fires, 
Kindling her star to gild sepulchral night. 

While youthful Hope on drooping wing retires 
Far from the ruin'd altars of Delight. 

k2 
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For thee blest Friendship weaves her deathless bowery 
Bright in the sunshine of a purer sphere, 

And Virtue watches o'er the opening flowers 
That mock the changes of the varying Year, 

No blast shall wither her Elysian grove, 

Tho' fierce and strong conflicting tempests roll. 

But gales like Eden's vesper hymns of love. 
Shall charm to peace the visionary soul. 

Ah ! while she warmed th' enthusiast's glowing breail 
With the pure fervors of her rays divine ; 

In gentle tones she breathed the mild behest9 
To lay this humble oflering on her shrine. 

ADELIKZ, 

SfilNBVSCH, DEC. 31, 130S. 



IMITATED FROM THE GREEK. 



BT THEOPHILUS SWIFT, ESQ. 

Now, Venus, thou'it doubled, and two we adore; 
The Muses are ten, and the Graces are four. 
Nor marvel, ye bards ! don't ye know your 2Vc/ifit#f 
Trefusis a Veuusi a Grace, and a Muse is* 



J 
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TO MISS GREENWELL^ 

Anxiously attending the Bed side of a Brother^ dan* 

gerously IlL 

BY THE REV. T. MAURICE. 



Fair Maid ! whose streaming" tears incessant flow, 
In tender anguish, at a brother's woe; 
This tribute from th' admiring Muse receive, 
Whose soul the pangs of kindred torture rive. 
With midnight vigils for that Brother pale, 
Model of goodness and affection, hail ! 
With anxious cares, and sad forebodings worn, 
Thou wilt not from his faithful arms be torn ; 
Thine the fond painful task his couch to tend, 
And soothe the sorrows of my suffering friend, 
Doom'd in the bloom of youth, (so Heaven ordains) 
To languish on the rack of ceaseless pains. 
Oh ! never quit the spot — for what can prove, 
So rich a balsam as a Sister's love ? 
Still fix thy station near that mournful Bed, 
Raise his faint limbs, and prop his drooping head ; 
Watch every glance of his faint-beaming eye. 
Nor let him breathe a wish, nor heave a sigh, 
For aught that this vain transient world can yield, 
Through Art's wide range, or Nature's ampler field ; 

K 3 
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And sweetly whisper in his raptured ear, 

That God corrects those sons be holds 

most dear. 
So, should disease thy beauteous form invade. 
Ne'er shalt thou want, sweet girl, congenial aid ! 
No lovelier scene, on earth, the sun surveys. 
Than when through yonder chamber dart his rays ; 
A Sister of such worth, so fond, so kind, 
A Brother, midst such dreadful pangs resign'd ; 
Admiring angels look with transport down, 
And seraphs weave, for both, the immortal crown. 



LINES 



On seeing an aged Debtor enter a Place of C<mfinemcnt» 

Man of Years ! and man of Sorrow I 

Com'st thou to a place like this ? 
Ah ! for thee, I fear, no morrow, 

Rises with new hope of bliss. 

Earthward, lo ! thy head is bended, 

Faint and feeble seems thy frame, 
Nearly are thy sad days ended ; 

Strong for mercy was thy claim! 

Mercy ! — to thy throne of glory, 

God of Mercy ! be his prayer. 
Vainly hears ihe world his story ; 

O ! there is no mercy there ! ■ 

AMICUS. 
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STANZAS, 

Written on teeing the Corpse of a beautiful Young 
Woman the Night before her Interment, 



Gleam the pale tapers round the couch of death. 
Their dim light quivering in the rushing storm ; 

How my blood freezes as the night-wind's breath 
Heaves the white folds that shroud the lifeless 
form. 

With trembling hand I raise the sacred veil 
To trace the cold wan features of the dead; 

Ah me ! the lingering rose, with hues so pale. 

Still tints the cheek where Death's chill dews ara 
shed. 

Her stiffened lip still wears its mournful smile, 
The azure eye thro' half-closed lashes gleams : 

Why did my heart from this calm scene recoil. 
By Fancy darkened in her troubled dreams f 

Oh, while I linger round the midnight bier, 
Where the lov'd idol of a friendless breast 

Unconscious slumbers — ah, methinks, I hear 
Her spirit call me to unbroken rest, 

K 4 
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To-rnorrow's sun shall rise upon tLe grave, 
That opes its bosom to the orient ray, 

And ere it trembles on the western wave, 
Shall close for ever on tliat beauteous clay. 

Back to thy burning source, unbidden tear. 

The drtani, the dazzling dream of hope is o*er; 

ril teach my soul this awful stroke to bear, 
With deepest reverence, and repine no more.< 

APELXNS* 

SDIKBURGH, APKZL 16, IQOS, 



A SONG, , 

BY THEOPHILUS SWIFT, X8<), 

To Laura's breast, sweet Rose, repair. 
Let no rude hand approach her there ; 
But guard the treasure you adorn. 
And for my rivals keep thy thorn. 

Thy graces there, fond Rose, reTeoI^ 
Her bosom deck, but not conceal ; 
There all thy world of sweets employ, 
Within that sweeter world of joy. 

For in that Paradise we trace 
Lost Eden's long disputed place; 
Which doubting Wits in vain had sought, ' 
'Till Laura's bosom fix'd the spot. 



.. i"j 
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ODE, 



BY THE LATE MISS AYVXS, 



What constitutes a man ? 
Not high-rais'd titles nor possessions wide, 

Rich fields, with corn o'er-ran, 
Not servile adoration paid to Pride ; 

Not stars, by flattery gain'd, 
Not gilded coronets, and blazon'd arms ; 

Not souls by meanness stain'd, 
Whose low-brow'd baseness, Honour never warms* 

No Freedom, ever bold, 

With power of happiness alone endued ; 

Not lifeless, dull, and cold 
As the vile sycophant's disgustful brood. 

Bold Freedom gift divine — 

By Heaven bestowed on th' independent soul. 

Which tyrants can't, confine 
Within the fetters of unjust controul. 

This constitutes a man ! 
And virtuous deeds, by Virtue's dictates taught, 

Which fearless dares to scan 
With nicest scrutiny, each latent thought. 
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Struck by her sacred nod, 
The fiend Servility^ unheeded shrinks, 

And hard Constraint* s keen rod 
In her great presence, unregarded sinks. 

Thus by wise Heaven's decree 
'TIS noble Freedom, join'd with Virtue's charms^ 

That form, what man should be, 
Brave man ! who shrinks alone at Guilt's alarms. 



EPIGRAM. 



BY THEOPHILUS SWIFT, ESQ. 

The rooted aversion entertained by the late Judge Robinson* 
of the King's Bench, in Irelandi to the Volunteers of that country 
in the Year 1780» is well known. The following Epigram was oc- 
casioned by a circumstance that actually took place about diat 
period, in the court where he was then sitting. 

"That Soldier so rude — he that swaggers in scarlet — 
" Put him out of the court — I'll imprison the varlet," 
As in Judgment he sat, frowning Robinson said. 
** A Soldier I'm not," quoth the hero in red ; 
" No Soldier, my Lord, but an Officer I, 
" A Captain who carries his sword on his thigh," 
Stern Robinson then, with sarcastical sneer, 
RoU'd his sharp eagle eye on the vain Volunteer, 
And " Tipstaff," he cried, as the Captain grew bolder, 
'* Out, out with that Officer who is no Soldier.'* 
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TO A LADY, 



WITH A PRESENT OF VIOLETS. 



BY TH£OPHILUS SWIFT, ESQ. 



These Violets to my fair I bring, 
The purple progeny of Spring ; 
Nor thou, dear Girl, the gift refuse, 
Love's earliest tribute to the muse. 

Whate'er has beauty, worth, or power, 
Or grace, or lustre, is a flower. 
Wit is a flower, and bards prepare 
The flowers of Fancy for the fair. 
In flower of Youth, the Loves appear, 
Leading in flowery youth the year j 
And Beauty's flowery fetters bind, 
In sweet captivity the mind. 
With flowers the Graces Venus deck. 
And these adorn a fairer neck ; 
That neck whose paradise to range, 
A flower I'd prove and bless the change ; 
One little hour Td live — then die—* 
A violet in that heaven to lie* 
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Still as you charm, some flower we trace^ 
Some blossom of the mind or face. 
Does Laura lead the courtly dance ? 
We hail the Flower of Elegance, , 
Does Fashion's wreath ador^ her brow ? 
The FloKer of Taste is Laura now. 
In Laura's mien, in Laura's mind, 
The twin-born Flowers of Grace vre find; 
And in her blushing cheek, we see 
The Roj/al Rose of Dignify. 
Yon Lily, symbol of her youth, 
Blooms next her heart the. Flower of Truth, 
Oh, might tiiese violet buds express, 
The opening Flower of Tenderness ! 

But not the brightest flower of Springs 
That Fancy paints, or poets sing; 
Nor these, nor all the sweets that bloW| 
The Rose's blush, the Lily's snow, 
With thee in excellence compare, 
Or breathe so fresh, or bloom so fair* 
For in thy bosom lives a flower. 
Not Time shall spoil, nor Death devoarp 
A flower that no rude season fears, 
And Virtue's sacred name it bears. 



EPIGRAM. 

Whenever God, for his mysterious ends, 
Press'd by all evils, destitute of friends. 
Presents a Chatterton to human view, 
The Devil conjures up a Walpole too ! 
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THE EMIGRANT. 



In my desolate dwelling, the cave of the hill, ^ 

When the dim distant ocean rests awfully still, 
I pillow my child on my cold shivering breast, 
And the winds of the mountain, they lull him 

to rest : 
They sing his night-song, viewless wanderers of air, 
For my voice would affright him — the voice gf 

Despair ! 
Then ope not, ye moon-beams, that play from on 

high 
The long silken lashes that shade his blue eye. 
How calmly he slumbers, tho' bleak the night blows 
That chills on his cheek the faint tinge of the rose ; 
Poor innocent exile— in dreams of the brain, 
He revisits the scenes of enchajitment again, 
When playful he trod the green turf of the vale, 
Ere his full coral lip quiver'd ghastly and pale ; 
When his light fairy ftep brushed the new fallen dew 
From the soft pallid flower that scarce w^ved qM 

he flew. 
Oh weave thy bright visions oblivious power. 
And waft his pure soul to the opening bower. 
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Whose withering leaves fall round yon mouldering 

dome! 
But tell not my child ^tis his ruined home ! 
When conscious existence his bosom informed. 
And the first blush of life his dimphng cheek wanned, 
When I kissed from his eyelid its first glistening tear, 
Oh, Heaven ! thought I then, I should cradle him 

here ? 
In that night of distraction, what horrors were 

mine, 
As I gazed on the wave of the gore-mingled Seine ? 
The wandering blood froze in my horror-shrunk 

vein, 
As Murder's loud shrieks smote the whirling brain ; 
The harsh sounds of Winter swept hollow and wild, 
As I wrapp'd my torn robe round my trembling 

child ; 
The far-flashing flame from the battlements height. 
On my snow-covered path threw its dark luiid light, 
In the fierce midnight blast of the startling sky, 
'Mid Uie tumults of death rose the vestal's shrill cry, 
Whose starting eye met the fixed gaze of the slain, 
£re she dash'd on the altar her maddening brain. 

From the halls of mv fathers an exile I fled. 
To hide in this desart mv storm-beaten head ; 
Yet Nature has form'd in this desolate wild, 
From the haunts of Ambition and Terror exil'd. 
The proud soaring mountain, the wide-spreading tree^ 
The deep sheltering cavern — for wretches like me. 
Though my shuddering bosom is palsied and numb. 
And my last lingering hope now sets in the tomb. 
Like the pale lamp that dies in the piercing winds 

breath, 
That long, long, has gleamed in the charadsof deatbi 



*_. 
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Yet my soul, unsubdued, o'er these horrors shall 



rise, 



And linger awhile from the gate of the skies, 

My boy to inspire with the ardours of truth, 

Or yield him her martyr in dawning of youth ! 

Though dear to my heart is that sweet cherub-form, 

The last precious wreck that I saved from the storm, 

Ere he bows to a tyrant the knee of a slave, 

Oh shroud him, just Heaven, in the night of the 

grave, 
Or bid me behold him in tortures expire. 
On the scaffold yet red in the blood of his sire. 

ADELINE. 
^DIN£VRGH| JULY 30, 1803. 



EPIGRAM. 



O thou ! whose stream of heavy prose 
Unwearied and unvaried flows, 
For Mercy's sake, no longer bore ; 
Great Lecturer ! we can bear no more I 
Dost thou not see how yawning, staring, 
Fidgetting, groaning, almost swearing. 
We sadly sit, and strive in vain 
To listen to the eternal strain ! 
If thou art doom'd by Fate severe. 
Sad curse ! to seize on every ear, 
^o more your friends in torture keep, 
But while you prattle let them sleep ! 

R. A. D» 



Whof 
P 

SIR ARCHIBALD, 
0g, THE BARK OF HELL. 

A TALE. 
BT WILLIAM ASHBURNHABIy ESQ, 

Founded on an old Scotch Tradition, 



*jMiD battlements fair, in the county of Ayr, 

Resided a baron of might, 
Sir Archibald Kennedy eke was his uame^ 

Bold, bloody, ferocious in fight* 

Now fishers four stood on the shore, 

Launching their boat to sea ; 
To catiih their prey, they went their way, 

All fill'd with mirth and glee. 

The sky was calm, without a cloud, 
The moon bhone bright and clear ; 

No hostile object met the eye, 
No sound appaird the ear. 



r 
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When midnigbt wae past^ a furioUB blast 

The fragile vessel tost ; 
The seamen dismay'd— now trembl'd — nowpray'd— 

They gave themselves up as lost. 

But it was not dark> when an unknown bark 

Hove nearer and nearer in view, 
As nearer it came, the ocean grew tame^ 

Nor longer the whirlwind blew* 

Her sails were set,— they're black as jcit> 

Her masts, her hull the same 

** From hence to whence? from hence to whence?'* 

The seamen all exclaim. 

* ftom hence to whence ?"— they ask again, 

" To us I pray ye tell ;" 
Wlien a hideous imp, like a tyger, growl'd, 

" We come from the gates of Hell," 

** For what ? for what ?" the seamen cry, 

All shuddering with affright : 
** To fetch Sir Archibald Kenned/s corpse^ 

** Who dies at Colone to-night." 

Straight bursting out, like a water Rpout^ 

From the deck thick mists arise ; 
The bark is drown'd, in darkness round. 

Enveloping ocean and skies. 

The damps as they fell, had a sulphuroas smell|f^ 

Now lo ! on a sudden it clear'd ; 
The mists melt away, it is lighter than day««« 

But the black bark dq longer appeax'd. 
VOIi. ixx, L 
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The fishers four swift sought the there 
To the Abbot their tale they unfold ; 

"With breathless stare, and bristled hair. 
As the marvel strange they told. 

*^ God bless us all !" the Abbot cried, 

** God bless the fishers four ! 
** And save us all ! for on iny life 

'' Sir Archibald is no more. 

** Let's haste to the grave, the corpse to save, 

** Tho' spectres bar the way ; 
** Thro' midnight gloom we'll seek the tomb, 

*' Where the monks for his soul do pray/' 

When the bell was nrng, and the mass was sung, 

When the priests the service close ; 
As the stone coffin broke at the sledge hammei'li 
stroke, 

A vapour of blue arose. 

They unclose the lid, they uplift the shroud^ 

All scream with a horrible yell— - 
For no corpfe was there, and the Monks they declare 

That Sir Archibald's gone to Hell. 

A mass of lead is what once was his head. 

With sulphur the black coffin shone, 
Fell serpents glare where once was his hair. 

And instead of his heart-— a stone. 

Astound they stand, the priestly band, 

Oppressed they quake with fear ; 
For each saint in his shrine, and the martyrs divios 

To their dim sight moving appear* 
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With sudden shock the huge arches rock. 

Loud pealing thunders roar, 
When a bright being came like the lightning^s flam^y 

Nor enter'd by window, or door. 

His wings were of the raven's plume, 
With sun-beams his temples were bound, 

His all-piercing eye none dar'd to descry — ' 
They shudder'd, and fell on the ground. 

On their knees they fell, and their beads they tell, 

O'ercome with terror and dread, — 
When waving his hand in majestic command, 

Th' avenging angel said: 

** These wonders dark in silence mark, 

" Which line Sir Archibald's tomb, 
** Them awe-struck behold, when by me you are told 

" They're the symbols of his doom. 



" Now molten lead is pour'd on bis head> 

" Of his body corroding each part, 
** Tortur'd in fire, see ! he cannot expire, 

" Yet mill-stones grind his heart. 

" For while on earth, even from his birth, 

" No Baron so cruel as he ; 
^< But the streams of blood, which he shed like a flood, 

" Shall now avenged be." 

As a beam of light, he shot from sight, 

Full swiftly the vision withdrew. 
The tapers went out, as the Arch- Angels shout 

Extinguished the vapour of blue. 

l2 
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Now all was dark, and all wat muMt, 
Each cold as a corpse in bis shreud;. 

If i^other they feel, tlieir spirits GOBgealy 
They shrink back> and shrMs aloud. 

Each luckless wight with out-stretched annv 
When he reach'd the church-door wide, 

Ran fleet as wind^ nor look'd behind, 
Till he stood at his own fire-side. 



With terrors deep, too strong for sleep, 

Watching the morning ray, 
Each soul that fled, thought his comrades dead^ 

As he bless'd the dawn of dajm 



THE KISS. 



First when the lips of Lovers meot^ 
That Kiss — of kisses, 6 how sweet ! 
Time, while it steals each featured graee. 
But treasures more that fweet embrace; 
For, ah ! no after-kiss so sweet, 
As first when lips of lovers lips do meet ! 



». ^t. 
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AN ANACREONTIC. 



BT TfiSOTBXLXrS BlfltT, 18Q. 



Haste thee Cupid, haste away. 
Hie thee hence, nor more delay : 
Quit, O quit my aching heart. 
Or ril make thee feel its smart, 
And avenging all thy tricks, 
Hurl thee headlong over Styx ; 
First thy plumy pinions bind 
In a rosy wreath behind ; 
Then away thine arrows throw, 
Snap the quiver, break the bow; 
Last, thyself I'll sacrifice.—- 
Now, what death shall I devise ? 
If I hang thee up, you will 
Round my heart be hanging still ; 
If I slay thee — then indeed, 
I beneath the blow shall bleed ; 
Or should'st thou in flame expire, 
Shall not I consume in fire } 
Then to ease, to end my caresi 
I will drowa thte in my tears, 

l3 
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WAR SONG. 



BY MISS PEARSOK. 



Come ! ye generous, gallant band^ 
Bulwarks of your native land. 
In determined phalanx standi 

Firm as rocks, to meet your foe* 

Lo ! the fiend of France draws nigh ! 

Now your noble hearts beat high : 
Hark ! he threats that ye shall die. 
Die — or groan in slavery. 

Europe's scourge ! he now aspires 
Here to quench bright Freedom's fires, 
Cherish'd by our warlike Sires, 
Many a splendid century. 

Thinks he that we fear his power ? 
No ! — he comes to meet his hour. 
Here his evil angels lour, 

Death, and scoffing Infamy ! 
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All in vain his demon-band 
Pant to tread this sacred land, 
Britons circle hand in hand. 

Sworn to conquer or to die. 

Lo ! the savage horde arrives. 

Now to save your homea, your wives. 
Now to save your childrens' lives, 

Men of England crush the foe I 

Hark! he raves, in fury dire; 
Men of England ! rouze your ire ! 
Hearts of iron, souls of fire. 

Guard your country's liberty I 

If you hate the name of slave. 
Fight, your liberties to save, 
Win the field, or find a grave. 

Where freemen may nobly die« 



EPIGRAM FROM THE FRENCH. 

TO A QUACK. 

Tom, you tell us, has treated you ill past example : 
He's sick — go prescribe — ^your revenge will be ample, 

R. A. D» 
L4 



142 



STANZAS 



moil ▲ flSNTIllXKT III 

tB CONNOISSEUR OF MARMONTELi 



If, my Louisa, it be true 

That souls transmigrate when we die. 
May miue, existing but for you. 

For you a rose-bud vivify. 

And if by eyes unballow'd seen. 

By hands profane, approach'd too nigh, 

rd shrink beneath ray thorny skreen, 
And sheltered there indignant lie. 

But by Louisa's presence grac'd 
I'd spread to meet her brilliant eyes ; 

If on her swelling bosom plac'd 

Where love in chaste concealment lies* 

I'd there display my gayest bloom, 

Exhaling all my fragrance there, 
That mingling wiUi her breath's perfume^ 

1 might congenial sweetness share. 

F. 
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CONSOLATIONS OF VICISSITCDE. 



Why, o'er the tomb of what his soul helddear. 
Hangs the wan youth with agonizing tear I 
Nature, to thee 'tis sacred ! yet shall Mind, 
From Reason's store, some consolation find ; 
Of change, or chance, tho' he awhile complaint 
O, let him pause and meditate again 1 

O Thou ! who in the clear blue sky art seen. 
Jocundly smiling, soothingly serene I 
Or, veiPd in dreadful Majesty afar, 
Hurrst the red shafts of elemental war ! 
Winging thy lightning, which to mortal sight 
Falls not where Man, vain Man, would deem aright ; 
Teach us to put our guilty doubts to rest. 
For this we know, ^ Whatever is, is best" 
Nor yet e'en here, in Life's uncertain day, 
Is there no twilight joy to cheer the way ; 
Mark how the sun with gently-dawning light, 
Dries up the pearly tear-drops of the night, 
Or o'er die parched eafdi steals th' evening dew. 
And mellows all the landscape to the view ; 
So too, shall softening Time with downy wing, 
Heal the fierce smarts mbich from Mwknti^oe spring ! 
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Andy as the dark autumual storm, when o*ert 

But by remembrance interest the more — 

-—What tho' the mom may rise on gilded pride. 

Low in the dust to fall at eventide ; 

Yet something e'en in mortal change can please. 

And lull the giddy spirits into ease. 

Tho' giant Fear may haunt the sombre shade, 

Hope yet shall pour a glimmering thro' the glade; 

And tho' a timorous doubt the soul employ. 

Brighten the future with a promise joy. 

Take from that sacred law which stamps our fete, 
The power to raise the fall'n, or lower the great. 
Say to the Merchant, lo ! no adverse gale 
Shall vex your ships, or reef your bellying suL 
Where then those secret thhilings of the heart. 
Which hope and fear of change alone impart ) 
Dull is the sense which wakes the slumbering tfaiil. 
Kindles mankind, and animates the whole 1 
Low in the dust keen Industry must lie. 
Worse than the peace of savage apathy. 
When War's loud din on Oroonoko's shore, 
Rouzes the unlettered soul to feats of arms no more ! 
Grant, as of hedge-rows, we may see the end 
Of all our views, and know a foe from friend; 
Nor to Experience all our knowledge owe. 
Of what concerns our welfare here below t 
With all that expectation ever drew. 
Away ! and all the fears which Fancy knew ; 
Go measure fleeting life, exact, by rule, 
Confound at once the wise man and the fool I 
Down, down our joys, our griefs forever fall. 
And dull fore-knowledge antedates them all! 

Yes ! in the changes of our mortal state. 
Whatever the imkindness of our wayward &te; 
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Still from our varying lot must Nature drai^» 

Each finest blis^, for such is Nature's law ! 

Say o'er the plains of Araby the blest 

What to the traveller gives the mighty zest. 

As from the tented land of neighbouring wilds. 

Wide on the tufted scene the welkin smiles ? 

Whence are those charms whiph all his bosom move 

While o'er the varied lawns hilB eye-balls rove, 

When his ears listen to the distant rill, 

Or as he scents the odours of the hill ? 

Say, does he never charms like these compare 

With the hpt whirlwind's pestilential air ? 

—-Go, where on Alpine heights the trembling guide, 

With lab' ring breath along the mountain side, 

On tiptoe forward strides, lest the rent air, 

Convulsed with sound, from sidelong ridges tear 

The snowy masses ; when the toil is past. 

And gales Hesperian, gladden you at last, 

Say ! while you tread the gaily-scented ground. 

And pluck the juicy grapes which cluster round. 

What but the contrast wakes the rapturous sigh. 

Heaves the big tear, and swells the starting eye ? 

Dull are those sands where suns unceasing glow. 
And dull the pall of blank December's snow. 
Dull too the life, where never (hade is seen, 
Chast'ning the lights — each anxious pause between ; 
Where little shadows never pass the sky. 
Nor with light clouds the scene diversify ; 
. To these must Novelty her pleasures owe, 
And all the sweets from varying life which flow. 
All which in pleasing quick succession rise. 
And give to life the many-colour'd dyes ; 
On these must all the pleasing trifles wait. 
Which cheer the peasant or amuse the great. 
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Aud while the dull routine of yean the same^ 
Moves on a stranger to the voice of Fame, 
And to each fierce desire ; tis these can chani% 
And the stale hours of languor can disaroiy 
And the more serious toys of statesmen o^er» 
Beguile a Scipio at Caieta's shore. 

Ye shades of Venta ! where my earlieft yoQtb 
Drank from the purest fount of claflic truth. 
Sure, in my little hour, some clouds were 8e€% 
The sunshine gleams of happiness between ! 
Sure, in the feuds of boys I 'gan to find 
The adverse workings of the human mind ; 
Saw Honor, Justice, chaste ingenuous Worth, 
'Mid Malice, and Hypocrisy break forth. 
And pidured to myself ere half Life's day 
Was o'er, the mournful remnant of my way ; 
Whence then'those charms which Memoi^ numbenoVi 
Which Fancy tells of what is gone before ? 
Ah ! 'tis those thousand changes in the van, 
Which with their varied baubles fool the man ; 
Those pleasures ever new, for ever fled, 
And every tear forgot as soon as shed ! 

^is not when slumbering stillness o'er the earth 
Cramps every noblest action at its birth ; 
^is not when nations are in torpor lost. 
Nor ever by one wild commotion tost, 
That Genius starts from slumber into life. 
Which lives by enterprize, exults in strife ! 
No ! 'tis some Athens struggling which inspireSy 
And kindles in the soul else dormant fires ; 
Such are the themes by Homer's muse approved. 
By great men fostered and by Freedom lov*d I 
Is it the tranquil scene, the peaceful hour 
Monotonous, which with a tragic power 
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Command our awe, impassioa die dull senset 
And shew the fearful hand of Providence ? 
Is it the gaily circling hours which bring 
The fruits of Autumn and the smiles of Spring? 
'Tis the red lightening and the angry blast. 
The fields embrown'd, the horizon o'ercast. 
The doating lover who but now was blest, 
Torn from the only darling of his breast — ! 
'Tis not at festive sports, or humble woes 
That with the choicest forms the canvass glows. 
But when a Manners, Wolfe, or Pearson die, 
Falling amid the shouts of victory, 
When meaner mortals look in silence on. 
And wonder how by man such deeds are done ! 

And why? idong the cloister'd pale to roam 
Where kings are gone to their eternal home. 
Why, for the relics of some mouldering fane. 
Should the full heart more cheerful scenes disdain ? 
There are some secret sympathies which glow. 
And make us find a luxury in woe ; 
And though we mourn, yet 'tis some bliss to weep 
For what the lot of man forbade to keep — 
— Nor vain the tear, if haply it (hould raise 
Our panting soul beyond the present days. 
Or wean us for a while from worldly care. 
To wing the soul for heaven, and teach to bear.— 
But should you still lament, God's fix'd decree. 
And sigh that Fate should not be mov'd for thee ! 
Ask thy own heart, if he who rules on high, 
The vast eccentric orbits of the sky ! 
Whilst others in their fixt rotation move 
On golden hinges of eternal love, 
Who bade, around ^he great unwearied sun 
Their course still changing, yet unaltered run — 
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Wbo to each season charms peculiar gave^ 
Who bade old Ocean's never-ceasing wave 
•From shore to shore pour forth his boundless tide^ 
And o'er the vast expanse th' obeisant billows ride^ 
Ask thy own heart ! if his Almighty hand, 
Tho' thou but half the scheme ma/st understand. 
Could Age in vain, by impotent decree, 
Have pour'd, Affliction's bitterest cup on thee ? 
— Nurs'd in the tempest, cradled in Uie storm. 
Teems the young earth with vegetable fomiy 
And from dark Winter's cold and barren wing. 
Peeps the first dawning of the new-bom spring; 
So too shall man. Life's wintry season past. 
Range in a spring, perpetual spring at last ! 
Meanwhile must Time, with ever- various dye, 
Tinge the dark colours of Life's fleeting sky. 
Yet tho' their sombre touches may erase 
The tints of gladness in the human face. 
And cast a pall of sadness o'er the soul 
Borne down by tyrant Fortune's fierce controal ; 
Yet can they never quench that inner light 
Which shines in sadness most divinely bright. 
Which from afar illumes the realms of rest, 
From the fair sunshine of an honest breast ; 
Which soothes in Friendship and in dreams of Love 
Dimly anticipates that bliss above, 
Where Hope alone shall every thought employ, 
With unmixt ardour for the coming joy. 

wiccAMicua. 

OXON. 
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ANACREONTIC. 



H££D no more the coming morrow, 

Laugh at future care, 
Snatch the present hour from sorrow, 

Revel light as air ! 
Shed around a shower pf roses, 

Call on Music's powers: 
We, while Dulness safe reposes. 

Live the passing hours i 

Fly, ye moody sons of Sadness ; 

Fly to desarts drear ! 
Here each bosom swells with gladness, 

Mirth is master here. 
Life to us its sweets discloses, 

Strews our path with flowers ; 
We, while Dulness safe reposes, 

Live the passing hours ! 

R. A. DAVfiNFORT. 

* This song was written for a German Air, the words of which 
begin with « hm ctn frrounes Schmtitxfft Madchen" &c. ori in the 
English tranflatioD, ** Pm a ruddy girl of GrUon,** &c. 
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SONG. 



AiB.— /at Macphadane* 



Why ceaseless do I sigh ? 

What mean my broken slambera ? 
From busy crouds why fly ? 
And breathe but mournful numbeiB ? 

O 'tis love, 'tis love ! 
O my heart, why beating, ^ 
Dost thou ask to die, 
That wish each hour repeating ? 
O 'tis love, 'tis love I 

Alas ! to soothe my pain. 

No hope my soul can borrow: 
Still must I love in vain ; 
Still nourish silent sorrow ; 

O my love, my love ! 
O my love ! though sighing, 
I will not complain, 
But bless thee even in dying: 
O my love, my love ! 
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INSCRIPTION 

For a Monument to be erected in Weyhridge Churchy 
Surri/f tif ike Memory of the late Mrs, Bunburym 

BY THft AST. J* WHXTXH0V8X. 



SwE«t is the memory of departed worth, 
And holy is the tear AfTection sheds 
On the cold «m of oi\e beloved. Here oft 
The faithful Friend shall come and heave a sigh 
O'er Katherine's honoured relics. Where are now 
The beauty that once charmed, the faultless form, 
The mind-illumined features ? What availed 
Favor or high distinction ?* She has dropped 
From the bright orb where once she shone, and made 
The dust her dwelling. Gladsome rose her mom 
Of life, with many a smiling prospect fair 
Of blissful years in view, but soon overcast 
It loured in sorrow. Heaven was pleased to tiy 
. Her fdith by suffering, and to wean her soul 
From Earth's allurements. To its high behest 
Meekly she bowed : but.not Fate's darkest frown 

* This Ladywas honoured hy the pardcttlar regard of her Boyil 
Highnels the jOuchest of York. 

VOL. III. U 
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Could ruffle ber calm spirit, or subdue 
The generous feelings of her heart which glowed 
With pure benevolence. In Friendship's school 
AVell had she learnt those lessons vhich exalt 
The noble mind above each selfifh aim; 
And she was ever ready to speak peace 
To others woes, and in the mourner's breast 
To pour the balm of comfort. Thus her days 
Ran in a blessed course, with Hope and Joy 
And Patience in their train ; and when she died. 
These seraph-virtues to the throne of God 
Attended her. Stranger, if chance thine eye 
Glance on this tablet, pass not heedless on. 
But pause ; and know it is a warning voice 
To be thyself prepared : and should thy strength 
Be insufficient for the task, and thou 
Need est the grace divine to be thy help. 
Ask it of God, and he will give it thee. 

WEYBRIDG^E, D£C. 6, 1803. 



INSCRIPTION 

Ott a Natural Grotto^ near a deep Stream. 

He ALT II, rose-lip'd cherub, haunts this spot:— 
She slumbers oft' in yonder nook: — 

If in the shade you trace her not, 
Plunge 'and you'll find her in the Brook! 
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SONG. 

Intended to beming in the Character of Miss Alton j in 
General Burgoynes Comedy of the Heiress, 

Air. — **/e muLindor,** 



Why heaves my heart, to learn a menial's duty ? 
In early youth, I shar'd with infant hands 
Each little toil that Poverty demands ; 

Nor in soft ease indulg'd my opening beauty. 

Why heaves my heart ? To peac^ so long a strangeri 
Poor trembler, rest in humble quiet here : 
No Uncle's power, no Lover's treachery fear, 

In this low state obscurely safe from danger. 

Yet, yet it heaves ! That safety, whence I borrow 
Each soothing hope, too safe, awakes new woe. 
Be still, fond heart ! I fear myself to know 

The secret source, that feeds this wayward sorrow. 

MS 
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SONNET 



WKITTBN XV A BLAHS UUIV OF 



jiKnrs SONGS. 



SwEKT rival of thine Hannah's numbers ! sage 
Above the promise of thy sex ! whose care 
With Virtue and with Wisdom forms our fair 

At once to' improve and grace the rising age. 

If mid these useful toils, that well engage 
Thy graver hours, the muse of lighter air 
May hope uncensur'd thy regard to share. 

Here pleas'd thy hand may turn the' amusive page. 

Yet, not too deeply drink her tender tale, 
Lest to thy soul her amorous lays impart 

The soft infection : Though the' setherial mail 
Of Wisdom arms around thy virgin heart, 

Ah ! little, even those boasted arms avail, 
To' avert the wound when Love directs the dart. 

++ 
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SONNET. 

To Mr. HAY DRUMMOND, 

On Reading his Volume of Poemi^ entitkd 
u VERSES SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC." 

BT T. PARK, ESQ. 



Our Scotian Petrarch's amatory vf^rse 

So long hath made the name of Drummokd dear» 
That oft I've sigh'd, near Csk^s meandering coursep 

To place a garland on the poet^s bier ^ 
But doubly priz'd by my enamoured thought " 

Shall that lov'd name to latest life remain. 
Since Ha Y'spure strains, with hallowed feeling fraught^ 

Gave to each throbbing pulse delicious pain :-— 
And though no mortal hand may hope to twine 

The myrtle garland for a widow'd brow ; 
The palm of christian piety is thioe^ 

Tha wreath of amaranth, which saints bestow. 
And the high meed that waits the blest above, 
IVho hert have train'd their course by the mild star ot 
XiOvei 

us 
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SONNET. 



GOOD^FRIDJY. 



BY MISS BANITEBMAV. 



All, all is finish'd ! From that cross of pain 
His last expiring gaze in mercy gleams :— 

Rent is the mystic veil of power in twain* 

And light in thickest darkness shrouds his beanui. 

Then bow'd thy sacred head, thou sent of God ! 

Ev'n in its last disgrace, our form to share, 
Hallowing for evermore that dread abode. 

Whence Nature shrunk in doubt — or in dequdr. 

Shall mortal homage now, the might that bow'd \^ 
From highest Heaven to Earth, with tears bewail i 

Rather let glad Husunnas shout aloud, 
Rather let pealing adorations hail 

The kiiigly Victor, who descended here -, 

That trembling penitence no more might fea|*» 

APRIL, 1803. 
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SONNET. 

■ ■ 

EASTER. 



— His kingdom comes ! Reveal'd as noWxfromhigk 
Shall Faith again bdiold her Judge retur/a | / 

When Faith shall worships -with' adoripg ey^ r 

The blest effulgence of celestial moru, 

» 

— Bursting the grave He comes — ^the First that rose- 
Pledge of immortal life to them that sleep ! 
Ptedge of Dominion o'er the last of fpes, • 

I " That they who bow in tears, in joy shall reap/' 

Yes ! they shall reap in joy, ev'n now who bear 
Life's fitful storm, or wait the king of fears ! 

—When Thdt transcendant glory stoop'd to wear 
Death's icy fetters, whose eternal years 

Had seen the advent of created Time ? 

Shiul man reluctant bow, to purchase bliss sublime. 
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Wbo to each season charms peculiar gave^ 
Who bade old Ocean's never-ceasing wave 
•From shore to shore pour forth his boundless tide^ 
And o'ef the vast expanse th' obeisant billows ride^ 
Ask thy own heart ! if his Almighty hand, 
Tho' thou but half the scheme ma/st understand. 
Could Age in vain, by impotent decree, 
Have pour'd, Affliction's bitterest cup on thee ? 
— Nurs'd in the tempest, cradled in Uie storm. 
Teems the young earth with vegetable form. 
And from dark Winter's cold and barren wing. 
Peeps the first dawning of the new-bom spring; 
So too shall man. Life's wintry season past. 
Range in a spring, perpetual spring at last ! 
Meanwhile must Time, with ever- various dye. 
Tinge the dark colours of Life's fleeting sky. 
Yet tho' their sombre touches may erase 
The tints of gladness in the human face. 
And cast a pall of sadness o'er the soul 
Borne down by tyrant Fortune's fierce controul ; 
Yet can they never quench that inner light 
Which shines in sadness most divinely bright. 
Which from afar illumes the realms of rest, 
From the fair sunshine of an honest breast ; 
Which soothes in Friendship and in dreams of LoTe 
Dimly anticipates that bliss above, 
Where Hope alone shall every thought employ, 
With unmixt ardour for the coming joy. 

WICCAMICP8. 

OXON. 
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ANACREONTIC. 



H££D no more the coining morrow. 

Laugh at future care, 
Snatch the present hour from sorrow, 

Revel light as air ! 
Shed around a shower of roses. 

Call on Music's powers: 
We, while Dulness safe reposes, 

Live the passing hours i 

Fly, ye moody sons of Sadness ; 

Fly to desarts drear ! 
Here each bosom swells with gladness, 

Mirth is master here. 
Life to us its sweets discloses, 

Strews our path with flowers ; 
We, while Dulness safe reposes. 

Live the passing hours ! 

R. A. DAVfiNFORT. 



* This song was written for a German Air, the words of which 
begin with ** Bin ein braxmes Schweitzer Madchen,** &c» or, in the 
English tranflati(Hi» *< Pm a rttddy girlrfGmon,** &c. 
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SONNET. 



ON \TSrnNG THE GRAVE OF A FRIENIX 



Five years have past since here I saw tjiee borne^ 

Friend of my early youth I saw with that grief> » 
Tliat deep distress, that cannot loudly mourn. 

That vainly asks of tears the sad relief. 
Itere, many a dark and dreary night, alone, 

A wanderer wild, with bleeding heart I came, 
To the deaf marble utter'd many a groan. 

And cuU'd in anguish on thy much-lov'd name* 
Yet now, though still as ever thou art dear. 

No more I ferl those agonies severe, 

But sky-born thoughts of consolation greet : 
Yes ! now to righteous Heaven's high will reaign'd, . 
This spot I view with calmly -pensive mind, 

In holy hope that we shall shortly meet. 

A. A. Pt 
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SONNET. 

To the Memory of the Rev, Dr. Henry Leslie, Rector of 
Ta?idragie, in the County of Armagh, Ireland, who 
departed this Life, February l6, 1803. 

BY TilE REV. H. BOTD. 



Little I thought, when, on the morn, that shone • 

First of the year, I gave the figured page 
That marks the limits of each solar stage, 

And the short journies of the changeful moon, 
That heaven's eternal year would soon be thine ; 

And that those eyes that with benignant ray 
Beam'd on my parting, soon in purer day 

Should ope to beatific sights divine ! 
But thou wert ripe for bliss ; the numerous train. 

Whom thy long labours for the realms of light 
Gradual prepared, with many a choral song, 

Hail thee, ascending to the blest domain, 
Or lead thee onward thro' the orders bright, 

"Where the good shepherds round their master 
throng. 

' "trniTTEN FEBRUARY 17. 

* The author had (on a visit to Dr. Leslie on New Year's Day) 
presented him with an almanack. 
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SONNET. 



O ! when will morniDg dawn with friendly light 
On these sad eyes, that call in vain for sleep. 
Their burning lids with poppied dews to t^eep. 

Alas ! how long and weary is the night. 

And I am feint at heart with grief and pain* 
Meseenis that ceaseless round my thorny bed, 
Of varied forms unnumber'd phantoms tread ; 

A solemn, gloomy, strange, portentous train : 
Grimly they smile, and sternly-muttering tell 
That I with worms shall soon in darkness dwell* 

Morn ! I implore thy beams, thy gentle gales : 
Yet, wherefore idly do I sigh for thee ? 
Thou soon shalt come, but canst not succour me; 

To the sick soul no earthly help avails 1^ 

a* A* p* 

' 1799, 
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SONNET. 



When Pain for some few momects sets me free. 

The ready flatterer Hope exerts her powers, 
And, srailiDg, bids me think that I shall see 

Of friendship, peace, and love, yet many hoars : 
She whispers too, that there may come a time, 

When I no longer trifling with the Lyre, 
Its heavenly chords shall wake to strains sublime, 

That future ages hearing v^ill admire« 
Soon fade these prospects, like the gaudy cloud 

Of Summer's eve : again I feel the sting 
That rankles in my side, and stem and loud 

1 hear th«s dark, inexorable King ; 
He cries, ** fond fool ! those golden dreams resign ; 
** Hiy hours are numbered, thou wilt soon be mine«' 

R* A. ]>• 

1799. 
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SONNET, 



TO A SICK BED. 



What though thy pilloMr's set with many a thorn; 
And round thee wait the family of pain, 
"With nightly phantoms of the fever'd brain ; / 

Yet oft a ray of comfort gilds the mom ; ^ 

Etherial forms thy waking dreams adorn : 
When we an interval of ease obtain, 
Nor throbbing pangs acute the fibres strain, 
We muse on things divine, and worldly scorn. 
Reflection calm, Devotion's spirit pure 

Breathe joy, like gales from Paradise that blow ; 
The passions still, the soul of aid assure. 
And teach it well itself, and friends to know. 
Thus Mercy to the couch of woe has given 
To prove the heart of man, and bless the hand of 
heaven. 



O. H. D« 



XDINBURGH. 
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SONNET. 



TO AVARO. 



■■« 



Bring forth thy gilckd Car, and mount the throaCf 
'Tis a new purchase ! see, it featly swings, 
And seems to dance on its elastic springs ; 

Nor mind the wheels that mock yon exile's groaoi 

Tis all but fancy — drive your pamper'd steeds 
O'er that wide Champaign, all you there survey 
Is yours — the hapless Swains are far away, 

Whose looks might else arraign your wrongful deedSt 

You think the very air which you inhale 
Your property ; insatiate tho* you be, 
Your craving shall be sated soon, my friend ! 

Yonder the Demon hovers in the gale, 
That brews the vapour of Mortality — 

Soon other wheels thy mourning gate shall tend. 



tmm^mm 
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A NEW SONNET. 



BT THEOFHILUS SWirTy BSQ. 



Thb Moon-beam slumber'd on the silent wave 
That gently kissed the shore ; and all was stilly 
Save where the murmur of the distant rill 

IVhisper'd its banks between, or laps'd to lave, 

Irriguous, the faithful Jieory's grave. 
Ah ! me I beneath the foot of yonder hill 
He sleeps pale ghosts among, where damp and chill 
The green turf bends its grassy head to save 

Evgenia'^ gentle spirit': — Saint divine ! 

Whose vows for Henr/s life not Henry knew. 

But Death's embraces in one tomb confine 

Their mingled souls. Now, reader, tell me tme, 

Dost understand my Sonnet ?— •" Every line." 

Why faith, that's strange : 'tis more than I can do. 



/ 
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BELSHAZZAR. 

fiY WILLIAM CASEy JUN. 



How curs*d the wretch, to dire Ambitiotiibjiild 

In vassalage, thy fate, BeUkazzar / speake 

A loud oieniento. — VVhat though at the hour 

When Trteason, shunning the broad eye of day, 

Pall'd in the gloom of night, with bl ashless front 

Stalk'd forth, to jocund feast and waiTailing 

Thou gavest up thyfelf-- — *-thrice happier he, 

The meanesl son of Babylon, his cares 

In balmy slumber hush'd ! Though at thy throne 

Innumerous Satraps bow'd the servile knee. 

And kissM the hand they fear'd, and troul'd the 

tongue 
Of flattery, they could not hail thee heir 
Of Heaven's sweet £den ! Though thy palace walls 
Rang with the full of Harmony ; nor sound 
Of flute, or corjiet, sackbut, psaltry, harp, 
Or 'dulcimer, could lull the harrowing pangs 
Of Conscience to repose. What though a robe 
Sidonian, with the gold of Ompliir wrought. 
Thy limbs so gaily qm^tled — though a tiar, 
Borrowing new lustre horn the dazzling gleam 
Of countless tapers, and the spiral blaze 
Of incense-breathing vases, on thy brows 

YOL. III. w 
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In all the pride of Ormuz beam'd — those gaudes. 
Those pageant trappings ill avaircf to hide 
The deep, the dread damnation of thy sins 
From Salem's righteous God ! — Ah ! why recoil'd 
Thy soul in speechless horror from those signs 
Of most mysterious import, character'd 
By fingers more than human ? Why, O King ! 
But that it found in one disastrous hour 
Its fancied greatness vanish, and its pride, 
Sky-vaulting pride, abash'd in mid career ! 



ON A BEAUTIFUL LADY 

WHO HAD BUT ONE EYfl. 
BT THE0PHILU8 SWIFT, ESQ, 

Ir one bright eye such mischief singly do. 
How many murders had she done with two ! 
But if I perish once by that one eye, 
Give her a second, and I twice shall die. 



THE SAME, TRANSLATED INTO LATIN. 

BY EDMUND SWIFT, ESQ. 

Tot clades tantasque Oculus si spai|$eret unuv 
Cum gemino lat6 quas daret ilia neces! 

Si tamen hoc oculo peream semel ictus ab uno„ 
Accedat Geminus, bisqiie necatus ero^ 
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A SONG, 



BY DR. OOILTIIl. 

WRITTEN IN EARLY LIFBL 



Beneath a cool shade, 

Where fair Chioe had stray'd, 
Her wishes, unseen, to discover; 

To the Gods oft she cried. 

And implored as she sigh'd, 
That great Jove would but grant her a lover. 

Poor Cupid behin<I, 

In a grove Uy reclih'd, 
Whither Venus to rest had convey'd him ; 

When he heard out the prayer. 

He soon foudd with despair. 
That though blind, yet his ears had betrayed him. 

He tugg'd at the dart 

That stuck fast in his heart, ^ 
And he tried the soft passion to smother; 

Till he heard once again, / 

And soon found by the pain 
That his breast had been pierced with anotllir,^ 

H 2 
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Tlieii at stamp'dy and be swore. 

Till he could do no more. 
When by his own darts be was Wounded ; 

And he cried, as he strove 

Both with rage, and with love. 
Was there ever poor God so confounded ? 

To the Nymph then he came. 

And first told her his name. 
Then cried, '' Madam, I swear that I love ye^ 

•* And vow by old Styx, 

" (For a speech were prolix) 
" That no other shall ever remove ye." 



Fair Chloe rejoin'd, 

" Sir, your vows are but wind, 
*' Without pledge I'd not credit my mother : 

*' When these shafts I secure, 

" Tis but then Til be sure 
'^ That my Cupid can ne'er love another." 

So the .bargain was made 

For the tools of his trade ; 
In her love-darting eyes she has set 'em ; 

Where they're always at will, 

And can ne'er fail to kill. 
As oft as the Fair will but let 'em. 

Now ye Beaus have a care. 

Of this Charmer beware. 
If you venture one look you are dead Sir; 

In vain were your hope, 

When once caught, to elope. 
Though your heels were as light as your beads 
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VERVERT. 

CANTO i. 
Translated from the French of Gressetf 

BY MISS PEARSON. 



O YOU, near whom each solitary grace^ 
In unaffected charms, preserves .ts place ; 
You, whose pure mind celestial truths impress. 
Who know to lead in Virtue's awful train 
Taste, Freedom, Pleasure, in their loveliest dress 
Listen in soft complacence to my strain. 
Since at your wish I venture to relate, 
A winged wanderer's miserable fate. 
O be my muse — give me the glowing fire, 
Teach me the tender strains breath'd from your lyre, 
AVhen fair Fidelia, in life's early bloom. 
Torn from your arms, was shrouded in the tomb : 
For my illustrious hero well may claim 
Tears from the brightest eyes that read his fame. 
His virtues travers'd by his wayward fate. 
His wanderings, and his errors, known too late, 
Might to another Odyfley give rise, 
Sealing with drowsy charm the reader's eyes ; 
Might ask Mythology's creative aids. 
Call Gods and Demoni from ideal shades, 
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With one month's action fill succeeding yearst 

In lofty tones fatiguing patient ears, 

Singing the luckless race a Parrot rauy 

A bird of talents, brilliant as the man 

Who bore his parent, and his lovely boy, 

From the fierce flames and falling towers of Troy ; 

Not less devout, but far more .wretched he. 

Whose sufferings to recite remains with me. 

Then come, my lyre, and lest attention fail, 

Too long suspended, hasten to the tale ; 

For the young Muses, versatile as bees. 

Love not the tedious song, but quickly seize 

From each poetic flower its fine perfume, 

Then wing their flight where sweets untasted bloom* 

This art you learnt when first the immortal maidsj 

Foster'd your genius in tlieir vocal shades ; 

Thrice blest your friend, if in his verse you view 

The effect of lessons he received from you. 

If urg'd by love of sacred, Truth I paint. 

With human frailties many a blooming saint. 

Disclose the convent-parlour's deep intrigues. 

Or whisper of the grate's mysterious leagues ; 

Tell what grave nothings fill the idle day, 

What poor resources help the time away. 

From you forgiveness 1 may surely claim, 

Exempt from every foible I can name ; 

Your vigorous reason takes a higher flight, 

You form your conduct by your sense of right. 

That sense submissive to Religion's power, 

Dictales the noblest use of every hour, 

Your soul mere pageantries could never bind. 

It soars to worship the Eternal Mind ; 

You know full well the deep habitual sigh. 

The uplifted hands and graceful energy, 
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Unless the bleedings prostrate heart be tb^re, 

]s far less pleasing to the Power Divine 

Than the true penitent's half-utter'd prayer. 

In which his humble soul, his grateful spirit j^^ine. 

If Virtue from her native realms of light. 

On Earth descended to our mortal sight. 

She would not in Hypocrisy's dark vest. 

Or by the Furies in fierce scorpions drest, 

Seek on our minds her maxims to impress. 

But if adorn'd with your benignant grace. 

Her heavenly origin the world wou'd trace. 

And round her blazing altars fondly prei^s. 

Full oft I've read, in many a well-wrought page. 
What joys yire lose when for the world's wide stage 
We quit with beating hearts our native seat. 
And under foreign skies fatigue our burning feet. 
For seldom by our change of place, the mind 
Becomes enlighten'd, or the heart refin'd ; 
While Error's limed snares too often grow. 
Still more entangled as we onward go ; 
Far happier they who in their first abodes. 
In the calm bosom of their Household-Gods, 
Experience no tormenting wish to roam, 
But in-born virtues cultivate at home. 
As social crowding round their evening fire. 
They learn the golden maxims of their sire ; 
Far happier they than he, blind Fortune's heir. 
Who roves thro' Europe with unmeaning stare, 
O'er ample continents is madly driven. 
And gathers half the follies under heaven, 
Then proudly hastens to his native shore. 
And gives his blushing land one coxcomb more. 
My Hero's tale a mournful proof displays. 
Of what diro evils fill the traveller's ways ; 
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But if, xncredulouSt you doubt the lay« 
Hear vihQi Nevers' sweet Nuns themselves vrill say. 
Their dismal parlours still resound the cries 
Pour'd for their hapless favorite to the skies. 

Where the gay Loire its silver current pours. 
And proud Nevers erects her crowded towers, 
Beneath the Visitandine's holy roof, 
Liv'^l, not long since, a parrot of great fame, 
Of Education's force a shining proo f 
From India's splendid clime a youth he came» 
Bright were his emerald plumes, and Ververt was his 
nai^6« 

Untaught, with intuitive arts he charni'd. 
With generous manners, and with playful grace ; 
And if stern Fate to excellence gave place, 
His wondrous merits had her wrath disarm'd. 
Unknown to evil, mutable as young. 
Docile as beautiful, and frank as youth, 
Susceptible and tender, but in truth 
Yet pure as from his natal shell he sprung; 
What wonder if within this lonely bower, 
Where from all quarters words in torrents poor, 
He soon among the vestals found his tongue. 
In fine, full well became his holy cage — 
Worthy within a convent's lonely bound 
To keep the eternal mill*clack whirling round— 
Never was bird so brilliant, sweet and sage. 
Here the first object of each sister's care, 
In Beauty's kiss he drank ambrosial air. 
And every mother (save her ghostly guide) 
Loved Ververt more than half the world beside; 
Not even her bosom-friend 'tis thought stood higher, 
And hence a worthy chronicler declares 
The plumy favorite gave- himself great airs, 
And often carried it before the friar ; 
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Always partook oAeach delicious treat. 
The cordial syrups, and the spiced buns, 
Which the young novices and sweet-lip'd nuQ» 
To cheer the fathers' sacred bowels brought. 
Who, not being better nourished than taught. 
With well-bred perseverance drank and eat. 
Each fair recluse permitted to caress him, 
And to her downy bosom fondly press him ; 
Living in luxury without controul, 
Ververt became the convent's life and soul: 
Except a few old crabbed nuns, who fain. 
O'er sportive youth would hold too tight a rein. 
Whom, by the bye, he car'd not for a souse. 
Our hero was beloved by all the house. 
His reasoning faculty not yet mature. 
They let him act as he lik'd best : 
Whatever he said or did, the spark was sure 
To be applauded and carest. ^ 

If at their Works the languid vestals wt, 
He charm'd the tedious morning with bis chat ; 
WouM oft the veiling bandeau slyly peck. 
Or twitch the kerchief from the snowy neck ; 
In short such winning ways he had about him. 
No pleasant party cou'd be formed without him ; 
His vivid plumage, while it cheer'd their sight, 
Fiird his own breast with innocent delight. 
All life, he wheel'd, he fluttered, whistled, sung^ 
Ceaseless his indefatigable tongue 
Jested, but yet in such a timid tone, 
So archly, yet so modestly would speak. 
The chariest nun might make his phrase her oiwn, 
Kor call a deeper vermeil o'er her cheek. 
To questions ask'd at once on every side. 
The bird with strict propriety replied. 



i% 



186 

Thus Caesar formerly, historians saf , 
Having a world of business on his hands, 
To four at once made known his high commands. 
In styles as different as the night and day. 
Received without reserve in every place, 
Ververt the dining-room ne'er fail'd to grace, 
There every dainty form'd his rich repast 
Which Mother-Church allows her sons to taste. 
Nay, every tid-bit which indulgence bought^ 
Close to his lovely bill the sisters brought, 
Besides all which each nun to do him pleasure, 
Emptied her anple pockets of their treasure. 
When from the table they retir'd to stray 
Thro' their long cypress walks, till closing day ; 
A thousand sweetmeats then his taste invite. 
And pique his pallet with intense delight: 
These little kindnesses which warm the heart. 
And to the sociaL|3ond new strength impart ; 
These elegant at^ntions authors say, 
Ami^ tlie Visitandine Nuns were born, 
And this the happy Ververt proved each day. 
With every setting sun, witli. every rising mom. 
More humour'd than if bred within a court, 
Secur'd from all things that might taint or teize hin. 
With youth, and health, and innocence, in short 
All that could make his new existence please him^ 
In happy leisure flew the white-wing'd hours 
For ever varied with fresh opening flowers. 
And oft as night her silver lamp suspends. 
And sleep's soft balm on mortal lids descends, 
Witliin the ample Dormitory's space, 
Ververt, O envied bird ! might chuse his place ; 
How blest the mother near whose £eivour'd bied 
He condescended to repose his head^ 
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But seldom had an aged Nun this honor,, * 

^is natural to presume, conferr'd upon her. 

The neat alcoves, where youthful beauty lies, 

Breathing thro' coral lips unconscious sighs, 

Scenting the ambient air, more harmonize, 

With Ververt's taste — then, wrapp'd in deep repose^ 

He rests till Venus in the horizon glows. 

Awake, beholds the toilet's mystic rite. 

Which e'en midst convent-glooms can yield delight. 

What have I said 1 catch not the sound ye gales ! 

The Muse, a female, loves not spiteful tales. 

Else she could tell with what assiduous care 

The blooming novice braids her glossy hair ; 

And oft, while gazing on her radiant eyes. 

Dims the clear mirror with her fragrant sighs ; 

For Vestals too require the mirror's aid, 

Ko less than she who lives mid court parade ; 

The simple veil demands appropriate grace, 

No less than heads adorn'd with pearls and lace. 

As in the world Fashion's decisive voice. 

Commands our fancy, or directs our choice, 

So in the purer convent's calm domain. 

Taste, and the humbler graces, hold their reign. 

^is theirs to teach the stubborn robe to bend, 

Or with the harshest lawn an ease to bleudy 

Close o'er the breast to bid the manteau meet, 

And fall redundant o'er the modest feet. 

While oft the wanton Loves assist the Fair, 

Darken her eye-lash, and improve her air. 

The Loves, who force their way thro' massy towertf 

And leap o'er lofty grates at midnight hours ; 

Some in the plaitings of her bandeau lie. 

Or curl the ringlet o*er her downcast eye ; 

With infant archness some her neck I'eveal, 

Then with decorous baste the charm couceal, 
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And sliding thro* the kerchiefs varied fold, 
Within its shade their blissful station hold. 
Attir'd, she hastens to her parlour friends, 
Yet ere she goes a parting glance she sends 
At the dear mirror — " yet, but one look more !" 
She smiling cries, then — slowly shuts the door. 
The Muse hates scandal, therefore let this be 
A secret, my dear friend, 'twixt you and me. 

Returning to our Hero— in the breast 
Of ease, of elegance, and peace carest, 
So apt at conversation, song, and play. 
He quite eclips'd the favourites of the day. 
For him all earlier darlings were forgot ; 
For him her sparrows sister Clare neglected ; 
And one day, yielding to their little rage, 
At seeing this fine stranger so respected. 
Four young canaries in their lonely cage, 
Tore their bright plumes, and died upon the spot ; 
While two great cats, long in the convent cherish'd, 
Unnotic'd now, with downright envy perish'd. 
Who could foresee in these delicious times 
How vain the foil to cultivate his manners, [crimes,. 
That those dark days would come when, stain'd with 
This beauteous idol of each tender heart, 
Would from his Convent's purity depart, 
Forget the chaste delights that bless'd each day. 
Become, of vice the unresisting prey. 
And proudly swell beneath her tainted banners. 
Ah ! ye bright Vestals, to the future blind, 
A bitter recompence your labours find. 
Parrots are faithless even as mankind ! 
The Muse desists, for to her mental view 
The dreary visions in sad prospect rise, 
Tears of pure sympathy bedew her eyes, 
Her tender bosom bleeds, sweet maids, for you I 



> 
^ 



189 



TO MY RIVAL 



Tel I me, poor Rival ! tell me why, 
The fruitless, hopeless chace pursuing. 

To Lelia's presence still you fly, 

By many a prayer her favour wooing ? 

Dost thou not mark, how deaf an ear 
She turns to all thy soft advances i 

Dost thou not mark, what looks severe 
On thee my Lelia often glances ? 

In vain her face and form you praise ; 

No praise of thine, believe nie, charms her ; 
For, firm against each artful phrase. 

My ever-present image arms her ! 

Each gem that Earth's dark caves contaia 
Did Fate permit thy hand to proffer, 

My Lelia still would mine remain. 

And proudly spurn thy dazzling offer ! ' 

No ! never shalt thou triumph o'er 

Her heart, for me with passion glowing I 
One smile of mine she prizes more 
• ThaB:bottndless wealth of thy bestowing. 
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What madness id thy soul would dwell ! 

How the detested sight would wound thee ! 
To see with bliss her bosom swell. 

As fond she clasps her arms around mc ; 

• 
To see me on her breast recline, 

Entranc'd in more than mortal pleasure, 

While from her lips she showers on mine 

Of kisses her ambrosial treasure. 

Then soft she breathes th' impassion'd vow — 
<* Dearest ! no time our bands shall sever'; 

" For, truly as I love thee now, 
" So truly will I love thee ever. 

*{. Yes, my belov'd, thy Lelia lives 

'' For thee alone ; nor wilt thou doubt m^; > 
*' Yes, all that e'er existence gives, 

'' Is cold and valueless without thee I" 

More close to mine her lovely form' 

With tender violence she presses ; 
And, with such smiles as Death might warm. 

She lavishes her sweet caresses. 

Quit then, poor Rival ! quit a chace 
In shame and disappointment endiiig i 

Nor more delusive hopes embrticey 
Both vanity and folly blending. 

Yet, still mayst thou pursue my fair. 
With amorous suit and love-lorn ditty. 

Nor fear my rage ; thy fruitless care ' 
Moves not my anger, but my pity. 

iGiichro. 
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STANZAS. 

WRirrEN Dl'RING A STORM, ». o: 1804;. 

BT W. PRESTON, ESQ» 



What Demons wing the troubled air. 

And howl infuriate in the blast ! 

What thunders bid the world prepare 

For murd'rous rage, and changes vast ! 

On what dire errand are ye past, 

Ye fearful Ministers of Death, 

Who plough the billows with portentous breath ? 

Oh, rage ye thus, that man may find 

An image of the mortal coil, 

That agitates the general mind, 

Thftt dies, with blQpd> full many a soil ; 

While vain Philosophy, and Pride, 

With mad Ambition swell Confusion's tide i 

Again, again, the pealing storm ! 
How long, ye Demons, will ye roar ? ' 
How long the cultur'd plain deform, 
And strew with wrecks the cruel shore f 
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To stain the wintry flood, with gore, 
Say, do ye call the Sons of France ? 
Say, do ye bid Rebellion grasp the lauce ! 

The songs of death I hear you sing, 
Denouncing woe to ravag'd earth, — 
The ministers of wrath ye bring, 
Ye summon giant ills, to birth, 
Intestine wars, and flame and dearth ; 
Each mighty plague, at heav'n's commands. 
That waves her iron scourge o'er guilty lands« 

Again— I understand that yell — 

Ye call the ships from Gallia*s coast-^ 

Wafi — hither waft the dogs of hell, 

Imprisoned, for a day we boast, 

To keep the matchless naval host, 
** That Albion's conquering thunder bear ; 
" To fill th' astonish'd world with awe and feaf ." 

If led by destinies of ill. 

That human prudence may not mar. 

The foe th' advent' rous course fulfil ; 

Then comfort shall be distant far ; — 

And dire mu^t be the tug of war ; 

What blood shall stream ! what flames shall bum I. 

How late — how late— shall blessed Peace return t 
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FUGITIVE POETRY. 



THE SWISS EMIGRANT. 



Faebwell, farewell, my native land, 
A long farewell to joy and thee ! 

On thy last rock I lingering stand. 
Thy last rude rock how dear to me ! 

Once more I view thy vallies fair. 
But dimly view, with tearful eye ; 

Once more I breathe thy healthful air, 
But breathe it in how deep a sigh ! 

Ye vales with downy verdure spread, 
Ye groves that drink the sparkling streami 

As bursting from the mountain's head 
Its foaming waves in silver gleam ; 

Ye lakes that catch the golden beam 
That floods with fire yon peak of snow, 

As evening vapours bluely steam 
And stilly roll their volumes slow ; — 
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Scenes, on this bursting heart impressed 

By ^ry thrill of joy, of woe ; 
The bliss of childhood's vacant breast, 

Of warmer youth's -empassion'd glow ; 

The tears by filial duty shed 

Upon the low, the peaceful tomb ; - 

Where sleep, too blest, the reverend dead, 

Unconscious of their country's doom ; 

» 
Say ! can Helvetia's patriot child, 

A wretched exile, bear to roam, 
Nor sink upon the lonely wild. 

Nor die to leave his native home ? 

* 

His native home ? no home has he — . 

He scorns in servile yoke to bow, 
He scorns the land no longer free, ' 

Alas^-he has no country now I 

Ye snow-clad Alps whose mighty mound. 
Great Nature's adamantine wall, 

In vain opposed your awful bound 
To check the prone-descending Gaul ; 

What Hunter now with daring leaps 
Shall chase the Ibex o'er your rocks, 

Who clothe with vines your craggy steeps, 

Who guard from wolves your rambling flocks ? 

While low the free-born sons of toil 
Lie sunk amid the slaughter'd brave, 

To Freedom true, the stubborn soil 
Shall pine, and starve the puny slave. 
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Spoilers, vfho poured your ravening bandd 
To gorge on Latium's fertile plains, 

And fiird your gold-rapacious hands 
From regal domes and sculptured fanes^ 

What seek ye here ? Our niggard earth, 
Nor gold, nor sculptured trophies owns i 

Our wealth was peace,, and. guileless mirth^ 
Our trophies are our tyrants' bones ! 

Burst not my heart, as dimly swell 
Morat's proud glories on my view; 

Heroic scenes a long farewell, 
I fly from madness and from you ! 

Beyond the dread Atlantic deep, 

One gleam of comfort shines for me ; 

There shall these bones untroubled sleeps 
And press the earth of Liberty. 

Wide, wide, that waste of waters rolls, 
And sadly smiles that distant land, 

Yet there I hail congenial Souls, 
And Freemen give the Brother's hand* 

Columbia hear the Exile's prayer! 

To him thy fostering love impart^ 
So shall he watch with Patriot care, 

So guard thee with a filial heart* 

Yet O ! forgive, with anguish fraught. 
If sometimes start th' unbidden teari 

As tyrant Memory wakes the thought^ 
** Stilly still; I am a stranger here V* 
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Thou vanquished land, once proud and betf 
Where first this fleeting breath I drew ; 

This heart must ever beat for thee. 
In absence near-— in misery true I 

U A. 



EPITAPH, 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY Ot 

CLUER DICEY, 
Who died the Sd of October^ 177 Bj aged 60. 

O THOU, or friend or stranger, who shalt tread 
These solemn mansions of the silent dead. 
Think, when this record to enquiring eyes 
No more shall tell the spot where Dicey lies ; 
When this frail marble, faithless to its trust, 
Mould'ring itself, resigns his moulder'd dust; 
When time shall fail, and nature feel decay. 
And earth, and sun, and skies, dissolve away ; 
The soul this consummation shall survive. 
Defy the wreck, and but begin to live : 
Oh pause ! reflect, repent, resolve, amend I 
Life has no length — Eternity no end. 

HANNAH MORE. 
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AN ECLOGUE, 

BY THE LATE C. LEFTLT, ESQ. 



SYLVIA. 

Come, my gentle Rusland, come, forsake this 
barren mountain, 

Lead for me my thirsty flocks to yon refreshing 
fountain ; 

Weary^ love, I really am, and sick at heart with 
sorrow — 

For I have been a slave all day, and must be so to- 
morrow. 

ScorchM with heat, or pinch'd with cold, what serves 

to say Fm weary ? 
Ten long lonely miles must I the fowls to market 

carry: 
I must early rise to lead the cattle forth at morning. 
Mine the task to count them too, and fold them at 

returning. 

All the houshold cares are mine ; I glean in harvest 

weatlier ; 
At Chiistnias fetch in wood for fire, and spin whole 

nights together : 
Ah ! were but my lover by, how easy were my labour I 
Not so light the village dance, nor half so brisk the 

tabor ! 
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Lack-a«day, the moments creep, or Ruslavd loiters 

sadly; 
Mournful does his absence seem — bat then we meet 

more gladly ! 
Have I miss'd the leafy shade that screens us from 

intrusion ? 
Oh, no, the spot that Lovers choose, admits of no 

delusion ! 

Didst thou not, young hunter, say, provided I came 

hither. 
We should talk of fairy feats, or sit and sing together } 
Wherefore dost thou tarry then ? .Jf I have any 

notion, 
Swifter than an arrow's flight, should be a Lover^a 

motion. 

§ay, can any artful Nymph, more fair or more pre« 
vailing, 

Bid thee disannul thy vows, nor heed my sad be- 
wailing ? 

Had thy love been true as mine, the Nymph had been 
• rejected ; 

RusLAND had not lingered thus, nor Stlyia thus 
expected. 

Oft have I heard wise ones say, ^* Ye beautiful, be* 

lieve us, 
'^ Men by nature faithless are, and study to deceives 



us." 



Tell me, Rusland, is it true — can I no more d^ 

light thee ? 
Indeed no, no, it is not so ; yet why then do yos 

slight me ? 
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Surely sucb a courteous youth cao never mean to 

leave me ; 
Truth ripenM on his ruddy lips unfashion'd to deceive 

me: 
What so long detains him then ? May no mishap be» 

tide him ! 
An hour's as tedious as a year, if I am not besido 

him. 

This playful Kid the Hunter sawi full well do I re* 

member. 
Shivering, wet, half-starved, and cold, a victim to 

December : 
Up the dangerous steep he climbed, most hazardly to 

save it, 
Pitied it, and nourished it, and to his Mistress gave it. 

Go, thou little wanton, go, inform him by thy 

bleating 
How often I have sigh'd in vain, how long have here 

sat waiting : 
Tell him flowery wreaths I weave to chain my fickle 

rover. 
What my fearful blushes hide, these tell-tale wreaths 

dbcover ! 

Tell him how the roses weep, like me with heads 

reclining. 
Paler all their colour fades, they sicken too with 

pining ; 
Tell him though, if he return, his presence will revive 

them, 
Make their bloom more vivid glow, and sweeter fra* 

grange give them. 
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Say for kirn alone I stay, for him shall I be scolded^ 
Soon must all the goats be milked, at dusk the sheep 

be folded ; 
Else silently my father ^owns, my cruel step-dame 

chides me, 
And peevishly her fretful son with bitter taunts d&» 

rides me. 

My love is wise, and, so belike, disdains a simple 

creature ; 
If so, why did he kiss her cheek, or why so fondly 

treat her? 
Why carve her name on rinds of trees, why comfort 

her when weeping ? 
11V hy tune for her his beechen flute, or watch beside 

her sleeping ? 

' Soon the nightly dews will fall, the sun is fast de* 

scending, 
And see along the watry moor the mountain shades 

extending ; 
Did he come, the time were short to talk of mutmd 

pleasure, 
Oh would the chace were earlier done, or I had longer 

leisure ! 

Hereafter I will love no more; — ^hence, hence, ci^- 

cious passion : 
Rusland's false, and so will I, for falsehood is the 

fashion : — 
Methought I heard his distant horn — my resolution's 

broken ; 
And that I love my Rublakd still, this beating hearths 

the token. 
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ODE TO TERROR. 



MoKARCH of the gloomy train f 

Which haunt the fear-distracted brain ; 

I feel — I feel, my laboring breast, 

Grim Terror, by thy potent spells possess'd: 

As thy dismal scenes unfold. 

The flagging stream of life grows cold ; 

My trembling limbs, my bristly hair. 

My hurried breatii, and starting eye, 
Fix'd, tho' blasted — all declai^e, 

Tremendous power, thy ghastly form is nigh I 

Upborn by thee, amid the darkened air, 

Now dimly breaks the boiling deep below ; 
While the livid lightnings glare — 

While the raging whirlwinds blow ! 
Hark ! by starts, what mournful cries 
'Mid the mingled storm arise ! 
Some vessel strikes, with sudden shock, 
Upon the lurking pointed rock : 

O mercy ! hear the dying crew ! 
See how aloft the straining surge they gain I 

^Tis past — the dim discovered fragments view^ 
Snatch'd in wild eddies o'er tlie fiery main. 
Their agonizing cries are o^er — 
D#ep, deep they gink-~-to rise no more* 
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Too well that cruel smile I read, 
Tum'd on the spot, where thousands soon must bleedi 
Whose bright arms, gleaming from sSaXf 
Now swell the savage pomp of war. 
As arrayed, on either hand, 
Front to front the squadrons stand ; 
Ere the shrieks of death resound — 
Ere they bite the crimson ground ; 

See grim Havoc, hot from heU, 
With all the furies in her train. 
Hovering low, with dire delight, 
Twixt the closing ranks of fight ; 

Prepared the tide of blood to swell. 
And scour the groaning plain : .. 

Now the thundering peals- arise. 
Vengeful shouts and dying cries ; 
Till Victory waves her purple flag on high, , 
And echoing triumph rends the tortur'd sky. . 

'Tis night ! now o'er the silent field, 
By the pale moon's light reveal'd, 
I see thee steal to view the feast of death ! 

To hear the faint expiring groan. 

The mutter'd prayer, the hollow moan. 
The parch'd throat gasping hard for breath ; 
Arm'd with a dagger deep imbru'd, 

While coward Rapine prowls the slippery plaiiir^ 
And giant Slaughter, smear'd with blood. 

Reclines his weary limbs on heaps of slain t 
But who is she ? Misfortune's child, . 
With hurried step, and aspect wild, 

Who hither seems to move ? 
And bending oft, surveys each pallid face^ 
As if she wish'd some friend to trace t 

Alas! the seeks her love ! 
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And, lo ! his Ijreathless corpse she spies- 
She cannot weep — swift frenzy lights her eyes, 
She shrieks, she falls, and on his mangled bosom 
dies. 

Now waving high, in proud disdain, 
His broad red pinions o'er the tainted plain, 
, See savage War exulting flies. 
Wafted on a ipillion's sighs. 
Where Ambition points the road, 
Scenting afar new scenes of blood ; 
Yet, wherefore lag^ yon fiends behind, 

By earth accurst — by life abhorr'd — 
Wheeling, like vultures, on the infected wind, 

Dreadful followers of the sword ? 
Famine and pestilence ! I know you now, 

The country's blasted as you tread ; 
The groaning city's chok'd with dead, 

Your horrid work's complete ! 
' No face is seen, no sounds arise. 
Save where some wretch infected flies. 

And screams along the empty street ! 

Grim power ! O spare my aching tight, 
Nor call thy foul unreal train to light. 
By Superstition formed of old. 
In sickly Fancy's giant mold ! 

Yet, lo ! they come-^along the midnight air 
What spectres dire in wild confusion sweep ! J 

See by yon dim and dismal glare, ^ 

At once they sink into the yawning deep ; 
While faintly from the gulf below. 
Rise the shrieks of tortur*d woe ! 

Now deep within the tangled dell, 
I hear the wisard's mutter'd spell : 
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' Aound Iiim flit a gbastly brood — 
Th^ setting moon is turn'd to blood I 
Prompt bis orders to perform, 
Rusb the spirits of the storm ; 
Pitchy darkness veils the skies-— 
Piping loud* the winds arise. 
Hark ! they howl along the heath. 

While the fiends, with mournful ydl, 

To the benighted wretch foretel, 
Scenes of woe and death I 

The storm is past ! and o'er yon mouldering tower 

Steals through yon sable clouds a silvery beam: 
Avaunt ! thou visionary power, 

Nor lead me to the haunted stream, 
That laves its ivVd walls. 

In vain — its ^oomy patlis I tread ;— 
What horrid phantom now my sight I4)pal8 ? 

From the green pavement bursts the shroudei 
dead ; , 
V A clear blue flame conducts it through the gloom, 

^ ^Mid broken ruins to the fatal room ; 

And now it points the blood-stain'd bed ! 
— The firm-built turret shakes, with dismal sound, 
^ 'Mid lonely courts that spread their echoes round ; 

The iron clank of chains I hear. 
While shrieks of torture swell more near. 
Scarce the crazy boards uphold 

The armed spectres that advance ; 
While one behind, of horrid mold. 

Impels them with his fiery-barbed lance ; 
And oft, transfixing each, in fury, cries, 
* Thus, every houTi the guilty murderer dies \* 
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Fearful yawns the dark profound ! 
Muttering thunders heave the ground ! 
Down, through her riven entrails, lo ! we sweeps 
'Till a dim distant light just glimmers from the deep. 

Behold the damned crew — 

O'er the furnace blue ; 

By the brimstone's livid flame. 

Doing ^' a deed without a name :'^ 
Around them heavier hangs the cavern^ gloom : 

While summon'd to foretel 

The dftrk designs of hell ; 

In accents dread the monstrous throng, 

Chaunt the strange prophetic song, 
And write, in blood, the fated warrior's doom. 

a. w.' 



EPIGRAM. 



^ed's thrifty spouse, her taste to please, 
With rival dames at auctions vies ; 

Is charm'd with every thing she sees. 
And every thing she sees she buys : 

Ned feels at every sale enchanted — 
Such costly wares ! so wisely sought ! 

Bought because they may be wanted. 
Wanted because they may be bought. . 
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HOPE'S INVITATION. 



BT MISS L. S. TEMPLE. 



The shades of the night are now passing aw|p]r> 

And morn in her balmy effulgence is seen ; 
The lark pours his cadence to welcome the day. 

And the pipe of the shepherd steals soft c?er tbl 
green. 
What voice is't I hear so harmoniously sweet? 

Thro' the woodlands its melody bursts on my ear; 
Rosy Health on the mount^ns it tells me to greet. 

And loudly proclaims, 'tis the prime of the year. 

** Why musest thou here, lonely wanderer, it cries, 

While Pleasure's soft warblings call thee away. 
While the roses of morning are feasting thine eyes, 

And thou seest the bright smiles of the monarch . 
of day ? 
For thee the gay breeze of the summer awakes, 

For thee are disclos'd the fair tints of the sky ; 
Each beauty of Nature with eloquence speaks. 

And tells thee, that youth is the season for joy. 

With the happy then mingle, like others be gay. 
Nor thus all in silence and solitude mourn ; 

O haste from this gloom to the radiance of day. 
And enjoy the bright moments that ne'er can return. 
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See Pboebus ascending his glory reveals^ 

On the green-wave gay dances his glittering ray^ 

And hark how the merry bells ring out their peals ; 
Why ling'rest thou here ? Come away, come away I 
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Begone, thou false Siren ! thou charm'st me no more | 

In vain thy soft accents to me are address'd ; 
't'hou canst not the peace of this bosom restore. 

Nor lull the dark storms of misfortune to rest« 
Too long have thy visions deluded my sight. 

Too long have thy flatteries poison'd my ear ; 
But fled is each sun-beam of transient delight^ 

And now all thy arts and thy falshoods appear. 

When life's glowing landscape first smil'd on my view, 

And each throb of this heart beat to Joy's lively 
strain: 
When Content o'er my path her mild drapery threw. 

And unfelt was the turbulent empire of Pain ; 
Then gladly m)^ mind thy sweet nectar receiv'di 

And careless I wander'd on Fancy's light wing ; 
Too fondly was each blooming fiction believ'd, 

Which told me that life would be always a spring. 

Still, still the wide prospect all lovely appear'd, 

The flowers were unfaded^ the skies were serene^ 
And still the gay structure of Fancy I rear'd, 

Still, still, in bright colours the future was seen* 
Ah ! treacherous calm, that so soon was to cease ! 

Wild phantoms, vain thoughts, that laid Reason 
asleep : 
Full short was the sun-shine, and transient the peace. 

And those too^ Enchantress, soon left me to weep. 

VOL, ixi^ 1^ 
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Then seek not, deceiver, to tempt me anew. 

Or to dupe Uie sad heart thou already hast wreckM ; 
Not for me does the spring its soft violets strew, 

Not for me are the woodlands with verdure be- 
deck'd ! 
The smiles of the morning I welcome no more^ 

For gone is the season when beauty could please ; 
In vain may the warblers their melody pour, 

And unfelt is the breath of the wantoning breeze. 

And thou too, bright orb ! what hast thou to bestow ? 

Canst thou give to my eyes the lov'd forms they 
have lost ? 
Can thy radiance disperse the thick low'riogs of woe ? 

Can it thaw the stem rigour of Fate's bitter firost ? 
And youth too, that oft-boasted period of joy. 

When life's mantling current mounts hi^ in each 
vein, 
What, alas ! can Us lively emotions supply. 

When b1\ those emotions are wakeif d by pun ? 

Oh shades of the past that successively rise ! 

Pale spectres of joys that forever are fled ! 
At whose mournful presence gay happiness dies. 

My footsteps who follow wherever I tread : 
'TIS ye that my soul of all rapture beguile ; 

Ye fade the luxuriance of summer's soft bloom ; ' 
Ye dim the fair lustre of mom's sunay smile. 

And from the gay throng call my mind to the tomb. 

When day's golden lamp has descended to rest, 
And is lord of the wild blushing landscape no more; 

When the veil of the evening «teais slow o'er the west. 
And the night breeze, awaking, blows fresh on the 
shore: 
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^Tis then that I wander to welcome its sighs, 

And to muse o'er the slumber of Nature's soft 
charms ; 

More lovely this twilight than noon's vivid dies ; 
How soothing the sUence no tumult alarms ! 

But what are those accents I hear in the breeze ? 

And what is that pale form, which weeping I view ? 
Where now is the power of each beauty to please ? 

Where now the repose which my sad bosom knew ? 
Wherever I gaze, the dear features appear. 

In tlie world's busy haunts, or the dark lonely 
grove; 
When the sighs of the low brieeze of evening I hear, 

I hear too the sweet warbling notes of my love. 

Fly, fly, then. Remembrance, where Happiness reigns; 

O visit some sky more unclouded than mine : 
Reside in the breast where no canker remains, 

Where the broad beams of pleasure unceasingly 
shine : 
So shall thy approach be with rapture beheld, 

And there may'st thou spread thy gay page to the 
sight. 
And I taste those blessing? thy presence withheld. 

While Hope's dear illusions still, still may delight. 

!9SWABt, JAN 10> 1803. 
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ELEGY. 



TwAS sweet as violet-breathing gale, 
'Twas soothing as the moon's faint beam, 

Twas tender as the ring-dove's tale, — 
-—Alas ! and was it but a dream ? * 

Methought I saw him once again, 

Again I listened to his voice ; 
It calmM the tumults of my brain, 

It made my throbbing heart rejoice. 

O ! with what eager, keen delight 
I trac'd a form distinct and clear, 

That cheated my enraptured sight. 
With the blest thought that he was nean 

Love still was weeping in his eyes. 

As first the little traitor stole, 
Conceal'd in Pity's soft disguise, ' - 

To pierce and agonize my soul. 

Upon his cheek the lingering tear 
Told me in absence he was true ; 

And that pale cheek was far more dear 
Than had it glow'd with Joy's bright hue. 
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His glistening eyes long fix'd on me, 

A thousand tender hopes impart ; 
For such the looks 'twas heaven to see, 

When first he sought and won iny heart. 

Methought they bade my sorrows cease, 
And charm'd despondence from my breast ; 

Methought they promis'd joy and peace, 
And Syr a moment I was blest. 

But ah ! too soon I wake and weep ! 

Too soon the hated morning beam 
Dispels the phantasies of sleep !^ 

Alas ! and was it but a dream ! 

TX t 8* S« L* 



ZEPHYR AND THE STORM, 

BY THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE. 

The laughing Zephyr thus the Storm addrest: 
" Relent, fierce foe, and calm tby angry breast ; 
'* On every breath bewitching odours bring, 
** Whisper voluptuous secrets to the Springi 
*' Kiss the soft rose, apiidst the lilies play, 
*^ And hail the dawn, and greet the close of day—- 
** Like me be blest/' '^ Like thee!'' the tempest said ; 
^* My pride is havoc, and my joy is dread ! 
** With blasts of terror I infect the air, 
<< Destroy the hamlet, and the village tear ! 
** Begone, fot^d Hope, at my approach begone, 
** Unalterably Nature drives me on." 

f 3 
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INSCRIPTION, 



I9TSVDSD rom 
A STATUE OF THE LATE DUKE OF BEDFORD. 

BT THE RIGHT HOK. RICHARD FITZFATRICK. 



Here let no symbols of destructive war, 
No blood-stain'd conqueror's triumphal car. 
No sculptured trophies, to the pensive mindy 
Retrace the miseries of human kind ; 
Where liappier emblems celebrate his worth 
Who liv'd, not to despoil, but bless the earth ! 

With anxious care, and deep research to scan 
That first of sciences — the good of m ak ; 
To cherish cuiturs's progress thro' the land ; 
Stretch forth to industry a fost'ring hand ; 
To feel, on principles severely just, 
In rank pre-eminent, a sacred trust ; 
To prise in riches but their power to grant 
Reward to merit and relief to want; 
Praise of such high desert, say, who shall claim ? 
And, hark ! a nation's voice re-echoes — Ritssbll's 

name ! 
How, tho' the annals of their country, shine 
The unlading honours of his patriot tine ! 
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Disastrous days of civil strife they saw. 

When vaulting Power o'erleap'd the bounds of law: 

Their temperate wisdom strove^ alas ! in vain. 

Those threatening flames of Discord to contain. 

Which soon blaz'd forth :— rthe Fiend's infernal brand 

Spread devastation thro' the fated land ; 

And Peace, from Albion's mangled bosom driven. 

With virtuous Bedford, wing'd her way to heaven. 

Again, when Power's unquench'd, and quencliless 

thirst, 
The sacred boundaries of Right had burst. 
Another Russeli* Freedom^s champion ^stood. 
Nor spar'd for her, nor wish'd to spare, his blood ; 
But died, Oh, victim of perverted laws ! 
An unrepining martyr in her cause. 

Far happier thou ! Thy more auspicious day, 
Of lawful Rulers own^d the chasteu'd sway ; 
Who, on the downfal of a Tyrant's throne. 
Had fix'd the just foundation of their own. 
But, ah ! too soon was veil'd in endless night 
The accomplish^ promise of a dawn so bri^t* 
All-ruling Power ! by wh6se mysterious doom 
Life's fleeting tenants sink into the tomb. 
With lavish Nature's richest gifts adom'd. 
Still must a Russell be belov'd and moum'd. 

Cease, fond complaint! tho' man's precarious, 
breath 
Yield, unresisting, to the shaft of Death, 
The lasting good a Patriot's cares achieve, 
The sigh which millions o'er his ashes heave. 
The bright example of that generous mind. 
Whose godlike impulse was to serve m9nki;Dd, 
'Bequests to unborn ages shall remiiin. 
And mark — tlxat Viktv^ has irpx mv'd iv yaik. 

r 4 
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THE INCHCAPE ROCK. 



Ts o stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was still as she might be ; 
Her sails from Heav'n receiv'd no motion— 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign, or sound of their shock, 
The waves flow'd over the Inchcape Rock : 
So little they rose, so little they fell, 
I'hey did not move the Inchcape Bell, 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had floated that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 
On the waves of the storm it floated and swung. 
And louder, and louder, it warning rung. 

When the rock was hid by the tempest's swells 
The mariners heard the warning bell ; 
And then they knew the perilous Rock, 
And bless'd the Priest of Aberbrothok. 

The sun, in heav'n, shone so gay-*^ 

All things were joyful on that day : 

The sea birds scream'd, as they sported round. 

And there was pleasure in their sound. 
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The float of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck, on the ocean green ; 
Sir Ralph, the Rover, walk'd his deck. 
And he fix'd his eye on the darker speck. 

He felt the chearing power of spring ; 
It made him whistle, it made him sing : 
His heart was mirthful, to excess — 
But the Rover's mirth was wickedness. 

His eye was on the bell and float — 
Quoth he, my men, put out the boat ; 
And row me to the Inchcape Rock, 
And ri] plague the Priest of Aberbrothok. 

The boat is lower'd, the boatmen row, 
And to the Inchcape Rock they go ; 
Sir Ralph bent over from the boat, 
And cut the warning bell from the float. 

Down sunk the bell, with a gurgling sound ; 

The bubbles rose, and burst around. 

Quoth Sir Ral^h, the next who comes to the Rock, 

AVill not bless the Priest of Aberbrotliok. 

Sir Ralph, the Rover, sail'd away; 
He scoured the seas for many a day ; 
And now, grown rich, with plundered storf, 
He steers his course to Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze overspreads the sky, 
They could not see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gale all day; 
At evening it hath died away. 
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On the deck the Rover takes his standi 
So dark it is, they see no land ^ 
Quoth Sir Ralph, it will be lighter soon^ 
For there is the dawn of the rising moon. 

Canst hear, said one, the breakers roar ; 
For yonder, methinks, should be the shore. 
Now, where we are I cannot tell. 
But I wish we could hear the Inchcape Bell^ 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong, 
Tho' the wind hath fallen they drift along ; 
^ill the vessel strikes with a shivering shock- 
Oh, Christ ! it is the Inchcape Rock ! 

Sir Ralph, the Rover, tore his hair ; 
He curst himself in liis despair: 
The waves rush in on every side, 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But even in his dying f€;^r 
One dreadful sound could the Rover hear ; 
A sound as if with the Inchcape bell, 
The devil below was ringing his knell. 



EPIGRAM, 

On a Lady who beat her Unsbandf. 

Come hither, Sir John, my picture is here. 
What think you, my love, don't it strike you f 

I can't say it does, just at present, my dear^ 
But I think it soon will, it's so like you. 
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STANZAS TO A CANARY BIRD. 



BY THE LATE C. LEFTLY, ESQ. 



Delightful Bird, >firho8e little throat 
Resounded joyous through the Hall, 

What means that melancholy note f 
Or wherefore was that dying fall ? 

Tliy ruffled plume, thy head reclin'd. 

Thy swelling breast, and tremulous strain^ 

Betray xhe fever of the mind. 
As hot as burns a lover's brain. 

Say, hath thy faithless mistress iled^ 
And left thy tender soul to wail ? 

Or does that hand whose bounty fed, 
Reward some -flattering rivaFs tale ? 

Like thee, sweet Bird, allur'd and bound, 
I mourn a wretched captive here ; 

Like thine, too late, my bonds are found. 
Though gilded, yet the most severe. 

Yet were 1 free as thought to rove, 
To wear her chains I still would fly ; 

Live in the maddening breath of love, 
Or frozen by her coldness die. 
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THE MAMMOTH 

RETURNED TO UFE. 



Soon as the Delage ceas'd to poar 
The flood of Death from shore to shore. 

And verdure smil'd again ; 
Hatch'd amidst elemental strife, 
I sought the upper realms of life. 

The Tyrant of the plain* 

On India's shores my dwelling lay, 
Gigantic, as I roam'd for prey. 

All Natare took to flight ! 
At my approach the lofty woods 
Submissive bow'd — the trembling floods 

Drew backward with affright. 

Creation felt a general shock : 

The screaming Eagle sought the rock, 

The Elephant was slain ; 
Affrighted, Men to caves retreat — 
Tygers and Leopards lick'd my feet, 

And own'd my lordly reign. 

Thus many moons my course I ran. 
The general foe of beast and man, 

Till on one fatal day. 
The Lion led the bestial train, 
And I, alas ! was quickly slain, 

As gorged with food I lay. 
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With lightening's speed the ramour spread ; 
** Rejoice ! Rejoice ! the Mammoth^s dead,'' 

Resounds from shore to shore. 
Pomona, Ceres, thrive again, ^ 
And laughing join the choral strain, 

'' The Mammoth is no more/' 

In Earth's deep caverns long inmiur'di 
My Skeleton from view secured. 

In dull oblivion lay ; 
Till late, with industry and toil, 
A Youth subdu'd the stubborn soil. 

And dragg'd me forth to day. 

In London now my body's shown^ 
And while the crowd o'er every bone 

Incline the curious head ; 
They view my form with wond'ring eye. 
And pleas'd, in fancied safety cry, 

** Thank Heaven, the Monster's 4ead V 

Oh mortals, blind to future ill. 
My Race yet lives, it prospers still ; 

Nay — start not with surprize : 
Behold from Corsica's small isle, 
Twin-born in cruelty and guile, 

A second Mammoth rise ! 

He seeks, on fortune's billows born, 
A land by revolutions torn, 

A prey to civil hate ; 
And, seizing on a lucky time. 
Of Gallic frenzy, Gallic crime, 

Assumes the regal state. 
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Batavtan Freedom floats in air, 
The patriot Swiss, in deep despair. 

Deserts his native land ; 
While haughty Spain her Monarch sees 
Submissive wait, on bended knees, 

The Tyrant's dread conmiand. 

All Europe o'er the Giant stalks : 
Whole Nations tremble as he walks, 

Extinct their martial fire : 
The Northern Bear lies dowa to rest — 
The Prussian Eagle seeks her nest — 

The Austrian Bands retire. 

Yet ah ! a storm begins to lour, 
Satiate with cruelty and power. 

At ease the Monster lies : 
Lfion of Britain, led by you. 
If Europe's sons the fight renew, 

A SECOND Mammoth dies ! 



EPIGRAM. • 

Chloe's formed by the Graces to please, 
She's tempting, rich, lovely and young ; 

I die whilst reflecting on these, 

But reme at the noise of her tongue. 
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SKETCH FROM NATURE. 



Of that old wall the rock was part. 

The rude and native stone, 
But what had been the work of art. 

Nature now had made her own ; 
For tufted weeds the wall o'ergrew, 

And where between their varied green 

Here and there the stone was seen, 
Its varied surface met the view 
With lichens rich of many a hue ; 

Here spreading round a rougher crust 
In many a spot of white. 
Here like the sunny orange brighti 

And redder here as rust. 
Above, below, on either side 

The moss of many a year was seen, 

And long thin grass spir'd up between, 
And fern that wav'd in plumy pride ; 
And clustering richly over all 
The dark green ivy crown'd the wall. 

Here its loose tresses drooping down, 
Or with a verdure pale and young, 

That hid but half the under moss, 
•Close rooted to the stone it clung ; 

And here 4long, athwaft, across. 
In leafless s&oots of bearded brown, 
^ Like veins loose swelling, that emboss 

The leathery neck of age* 
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THE WARRIOR TO HIS BOY, 

Al^ ODE. 

BT THE LATS C. LEFTLT. ESQ. 



Be busy. Boy ! uncase my breast ; 
Thy wearied Master pants for rest ; 
Unclasp the morion on my brow. 
And loose the blood-stain'd spurs below. 
Though conquest on my banners wait, 
And triumph make my battles great ; 
Yet 'tis not love of power or might 
That arms me for the clashing fight — 
But love of her, whose blessed smile 
Approves my strength — o'erpays my toil. 
Though bums my breast with furious heat, 
When thronging multitudes repeat 
My praises to ihe babbling air, 
And clog my chariot with their care ; 
Yet more delightful— -dearer far, 
Than sounds of trumpets—songs of war — 
Than hosts of heroes pn* light — 
To idle in my fair-on 

Come, come, be brisk, the tables spread. 
And o*er the grey-stone pavement shed 
A shower of roses ; — through the hall 
On statues, rude, or columns tall, 
The myrtle and the daunting vine 
In clustering wreaths luxuriant twine. 
The richest feasts with haste prepare. 
With burning perfumes cloud the air } 



With sparkling wine the goblets fill- 
Obey thy Master, and be still. 

When o'er yon deep and dusky stream 
The moon has.huhg d silvery g)eam ; 
And Echo multiplies the roar 
Of waters dashing on the shore. 
Shall I coniniand thee. Boy, to sitig^ 
And touch the tight Theorbo's string : 
Then trim thy voice to Sonnets quaint, 
That hope, aiid fear, and rapture paint ; 
To warm desires her bosom move, 
And speak the ecstasies of love. 

But, oh ! peruse her features well ; . 
Her reddening blush — her bosom's swell ; 
So may no gi^ of light regard^ 
Thy faithful diligence reward I 
When fast she breathes of youthful sighs^ 
When liquid radiance iills her eyeSj 
When ptdpitations seize her soul. 
And tender thoughts in tumult roll ^ 
Oh then with wildering madness fly 
O'er all the chords of minstrelsy^ 
Till fearful, and in wild amaze, 
Her meekness shuns my frantic gaze. 
And, listening what she dreads to hear, 
She seals my wishes with a tear^ 

Then snatch thy tbrch, and run before ^ 
Scarce let thy footsteps touch the floor ; 
Till, by her passion'd Lover led, 
My Charmer mounts the bridal bed. 
Oh then let evefy sound be mute. 
Save the soft warble of the flute : 
For there I yield tO Gertrude's charoi9| 
Till battle calls again to arms. 

VOL. III. Q 
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OTHRYADES, 



A MONO-DRAMA. 



ARGUMENT. 

A dispute had arisen between Sparta and AigOB, for the poaaMotb 
of Thyrea» a smalUbut valuable territory, which lay contigiious 
to the borders of both states ; it was to be decided by tiiree hun- 
dred combatants from each side. Two Ai«ive8». Akinor and 
Cbromiusi survived and returned to Argos. Of the Spartans, all 
were slain, except Othryades ; he passed the night in collecting 
the spoils, and erecting a trophy. Then,. unwilling to survive his 
friends, with his blood he wrote upon his shield inSH2A» <* I have 
conquered," and stabbed himself. 

Scene— TAe Field of Battle— A Trophy erected— The 

Sun rising. 

TTis done — yon high-rear'd trophy shall recont 
Thy conquest, Sparta : Argos now no more 
Shall lead her thousands forth in proud arrays 
O'er Thyrea's plain disputed — Thyrea's plain 
Sparta has won in fight. 

Twas a fierce fight. 
Worthy the cause, and worthy Sparta's sons. 
Bravely we fed the vulture. Not a man, 
False to his country, cast the backward look« 
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Scarr'd m-the war of heroes, Sparta's sons 
Fought worthy of their race, and Argos then 
Deserv'd the foe she met. — We broke the shields, 
We carved the woira repast. Then man met mim — 
The foot firm-planted mov'd not from the war. 

My wounds bleed fast — the cold damp dews of night 
Pervade the gashes. 

Sparta will rejoice 
In her Otliryades; the song of praise 
Shall sound his name, arid virgins hymn the lay, 
The meed of Valour: — round my brows shall bloom 
The never-fading wreath. My mother, too, 
Shall hear the praises of her victor son ; 
How will her fond heart beat, to find her sod 
Dishonours not his sire I already Hope 
Views the glad scene ; — my wife — how will she fly 
To clasp her conquering husband to her heart I 

Fairly yon opening morning gilds the sky — 
The faint mists die away, and roll along 
The plain ; on yonder olive shines the dew, 
Nature's best gem. But not on this red plain. 
Shines the clear dew. — Here the red earth is drencli'd 
With blood ! The Sun, that yesterday beheld 
This scene so terrible, in all the pomp 
And dread magnificence of threat'ning war. 
Now beams on carcasses. Six hundred chiefs, 
Here yesterday, uprear'd tiieir might elate — 
Now cold in death ! By flight alone secure, 
Two coward Argives fled my single sword— 
They live to tell defeat 
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But Fate reserves 
For me the tale of conquest. From my lips 
Sparta shall hear the sound of victory, 
And deck my forehead with the laurel wreath, 
Immortal meed T 

But what will Sparta deem. 
Othryades, alone surviVd the fight ? 
Three hundred warriors for their country fought> 
Othryades surviv'd I 

How terrible 
Lies yonder clay-cold heap ! each warrior bears 
Deep in his breast the wound. Still yonder hc» 
Retains its wonted character — that hand 
Still grasps the useless falchion. I have 9lt€A 
That rigid eye beam pleasure, when we met 
At daily exercise — Away, fond tear T 
Nor stain a soldier's cheek ! he fell :-— he feU 
Victorious and avenged. 

But what remains 
For me ? — Shall I return to tell the tale 
Of dear-bought victory ^ Shall I return — 
Hear the last praises paid the mighty dead; 
Hear how they died for Sparta, and behold 
The bay-strewn bier ? Meantime the public eye 
With jealous glance, shall view Othryades-r- 
There is the Spartan who surviv'd his friends ! 

My fame is full — to deck my laurelFd head, 
Time has no wreath in store : and shall I live 
To see the laurel wither on my brow ? 
Live till my unnerved arm shsJl sink beneath 
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The falchion's weight*— tiU driveHitig age iiaugs down 
The moping head ; and I shall wish in vain, 
That I had perished here with my dead friends } 
Perish the thought ! — No, let my iniant boy 
Hear grateful Sparta pour my dirge of praise, 
And lisp his father's fame. My wife !— again 
This womani^ tearl — Sure she would curse the hour, 
That gave her beauties to a recreant's arms. 

Yes, Sparta shall receive the glorious tale 
From her Othryades : and when she reads 
Thus on my shield, the tidings traced in blood 
Victorious, " I have conquered," she shall rank 
Othryades amid the hero train. 

• 
Come then, good falchion ! thou hast often fed 

On wounds ; now batter*d is thy gory edge 

On Argive bucklers, yet the point retains 

Strength for this last best deed. [Stabs khMclf^ 

JULY 20* 



THE CX)NSTANT WIDOW. 

So oft to this sequestered spot. 

What secret impulse draws thee nigh ? 

Or why forsake thy cheerful cot, 

In these lone haunts unheard to sigh ? 
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This spot ! oh, be it ever blest. 
And mine the grateful task alone. 

To wander where his ashes rest, 

Whom mutual love ordain'd my own. 

In youth's gay scenes we join'd the throng. 
Where artless mirth with friendship vied ; 

Or listened to the neatherd's song, 
Or shepherd's pipe at eventide. 

Around our humble straw-topt shed 
Contentment's purest radiance shone ; 

Till health, that rosy inmate, fled. 
And pale disease usurp'd its throne* 

Ere three short weeks had wing'd their flight, 

(Sad respite from severer woes) 
I saw him sink to endless night. 

And time's eventful journey close* 

And now, when infant sports beguile. 
And playful tricks their cares enslave, 

I leave my helpless babes a while. 
To seek their much-lov'd father's grave. 

And whilst remembrance prompts the tear, 

Religion's sweetest hopes arise ; 
That we, who once were happy here, 

May meet again beyond the skies. 



231 



TWO ODES, 

BY JOHK SCOTTy ESQ. OF AMWELL^ 
TO A FRIEND, 1761*. 



Amid tby 's pleasant meads. 

Where winding through the whispering reeds 

Thamesis' waters stray, 
As fancy prompts to grateful change, 
'Tis thine from field to field to range, 

And tune the rustic lay : 

And much, my friend, I praise thy choice, 
To shun the City's smoke and noise 

For peace and purer air ; 
The rural scene was prized of old. 
When heroes deign'd the plough to hold. 

And tend the fleecy care : 

Content with them her dwelling made. 
And Health her kind attendance paid, 

The recompence of toil ; 
And sure they found sincerer joy 
To foster life than to destroy ; 

T' improve, than to despoiU 

* This, and the next Ode, are on the same subjects 8b two Ode 
in Mr. Scott's Poems, but very much altered. 
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1 leave my favorite shades awhile. 
But find on Stansted's neighb'ring soil 

A sweetly- varied scene ; 
Where woods the wand'ring sight confiuf| 
Or op'ning vales in prospect shine, 

A length of level green. 

The grassy croft with pales inclosed. 
The elms in shady rows disposed, 

The antique chapel nigh ; 
The tufted grove, and sloping hill. 
The straw-rpof'd cot, and silver rilj 

f hat murmurs gently by j 

By turns delight^, as lingering here 
i mark the progress of the year, 

In many a changing hue ; 
And o'er the various-colour'd ground. 
Behold the swains, dispersed around. 

Their toilsome tasks pursue. 

Thus peaceful pass my lonely hours, 
'Midst fruitful fields and shady bow'rSi 

Where envy comes not near ; 
But oft the Muse her presence deigns. 
With visions fair, and tuneful strains^ 

My solitude to cheer : 

Yet cautious then, I shun their fame 
Who to some worthless patron's namQ 

Devote the venal lay j 
Or who, to wanton rage resign'd, 
Deal satire round on human kind. 

Their genius to display. 
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Tfaftt independence bids disdain, 
^rom this good nature must refrain ; 

May these attend me long f 
Suffice it me with these to rove. 
And view the sylvan haunts I love. 

And paint them in my song, 

• 

And oft by them (for well I know 
That virtue only can bestow 

The meed of lasting praise) 
Some useful truth to recommend, 
And pleasure with advantage blend, 

My easy verse essays. 

The ivy climbs each shrub around ; 
The bramble spreading o'er the ground 

Annoys the pilgrim's feet ; 
The oak, that bold and graceful grows, 
To me a fair example shows 

Wbere use and beauty meet. 



ODE TO HOSPITALITY, 176I. 

Social Power! ere while rever'd. 

Where on Syria's palmy plain, 
Where in polish'd Greece was hear4 
Many a Muse's lofty strain ; 
Gentle Hospitality! 
Patron of the festive day, 
peign t' accept the grateful lay 
I devote to th«e. 
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When fair Truth and Valour bold 

Claimed rude Albion for their own ; 
In those happy times of old. 
To rude Albion thou wert known : 
In the abbey's darksome cell, 
In the rural-trophy'd hall. 
Girt with moat and moss-grown wall. 
Thou wert wont to dwell. 

Huntsmen in the heat of day. 

With the tedious chace o'ertoil'd^ 
Travellers doubtful of their way, 
On the pathless forest wild, 
Oft amid the verdant waste 
Mark'd the distant rustic tow'r. 
Sought the Castle's shelt'ring bow'r. 
Shared the free repast. 

Midst the city's crowded street, 

O'er the landscape glittering gay. 
Stands the pompous modern seat, 
But disdains to own thy sway; 
There, instead of thee, reside 
Blithe of tongue, of aspect free. 
False of heart. Civility, 
Or unsocial Pride. 

Yet, amid the lonely farms, 

By fair fountain, vale, or hill, 
Pleas'd with Nature's simple charms^ 
Oft 'tis thine to linger still : ' 

Thus with woods and fields around. 
Once in Lycon's rural dome. 
Where I met a second home. 
Thou by me wert found. 
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Nor to haunts of Sylvan swains. 
Deem we thy resort confin'd ; 
£v'q where splendid affluence reigns, 
Thou wilt rule the gen'rous mind : 
From where Thames' waters fall, 

By fair 's pleasant groves, 

Where my friend, my Cynthio roves. 
Have I heard thy call. 

Wheresoe'er be thy retreat, 

Come, kind Pow'r ! and dwell with me; 
JMake my humble rural seat, 
for the wise and virtuous free : 
Nor amid the welcome train. 
Modest Poverty exclude, 
But observe that none intrude 
Of the vicious or the vain^ 



EPITAPH. 



Here Dubio rests ! the strangest wight-^ 

All common rules of conduct scorning, 
In scenes of riot passM the night. 

And pray'd with. Whitfield all the morning. 

True to his text, now out, now in, 

A Christian infidel he went hence : 
Repentance smooth'd the way for sin. 

And sin equipp'd him for repentance, , 

CAIUS FITZURBAN. J 
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GLEE, 

BT W. SDTHEBYy ESQ. 

fitt to Music by Mr^ Cooke, Organist of St, George, Bloomtkmyp 
wd performed at the Prince rf WaUt's new Catch Gub, 



On a Gold Cupj with embossed Figures^ tUdkated 
to the God of Mirth, by the Harmonic CM. 

MiHTH ! be thy mingled pleasures miae. 
The joys of music, love, and wine, 
While high the votive cup I hold. 
And trace the forms that breathe in gold ! 

Beneath this vine, lo ! Bacchus laid. 
Round Venus twines the ivy braid ; 
While each light Grace, with zone unbound. 
Weaves the dance their bow'r around. 

Here, witli gay song, and sportive lyre, 
Wing'd Cupid leads the' Idalian choir. 
Where the crush'd giiape, from every vein. 
Dyes their foot with purple flain. 

CHORUS. 

I heard the God's ecstatic notes, 
JBach sense in sweet delirium floats ; 
Pledge the cup, the chorus join. 
And echo music, love, and wine. 



'•■* I 
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* SIR ROLAND 

A FRAGMENT. 
-The Knight witR starry shield^ 



Chas'd the gigantic spoiler from the field : 
But soon each sorrow of his soul returns, 
With jealous rage and fierce revenge he burns; 
Spurs his fleet courser on in wild despair^ 
And calls aloud his violated fair. 

Now midnight reign'd, and thro' the troublous skies 
The sharp hail drives, and yelling blasts arise ; 
Yet brave Sir Roland with unslacken'd force» 
O'er the lone heath pursues his eager course ; 
With curses rends the air, and dares to war 
The potent Wizard of the shadowy car* 
Far off he vicw'd a solitary light. 
Whose paly lustre pierc'd the gloom of night ; 
Thither the love-lorn hero bends his speed. 
While mountains answer to the neighing steed. 
Soon as arrived, his wondering eyes behold 
A pensive damsel, deck'd in robes of gold^ 

* To excite horror bv description has already succeeded in Horace 
Wafpole's Castle of Otranto, and in the Sh- Bertrand of Mrs. Bar- 
bauld ; the above is an attempt of the same kind in verse*, though 
the author is very sensible that the jio^le of rbime smut in a ^eat 
inaasure destroy th^ e^ect* 



I 
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While mingling diamonds their effulgence iheity 

With the pearl's modest white, and ruby's red. 

Beneath an aged cypress she reclin'd, 

A pendant lamp was waving in the wind. 

That scattered far a melancholy gleam. 

And ting'd the watry waste with feeble beam. 

For near, an ocean roar'd and dash'd around 

Its foamy billows, with terrific sound ; 

And ever and anon was heard the cry 

Of shipwrecked men in dying agony. 

At his approach she starts, then lifts her veil. 

And shews a sunken visage ghastly pale ; 

On the intrepid Knight her languid gaze 

Intently fixes, and at length she says : 

** The wish'd for hour is come, by Fate's decree^ 

** And thou shalt traverse yonder deep with me. 

*^ The bark attends; and lo ! the wanton gale 

*^ Swells the soft bosom of the' impatient saiL 

*^ Then linger not, but all-enraptur'd shiare 

" The promised bliss, nor mourn thy ravish'd fair z 

** I love thy manly form, thy youthful face, 

** Admire thy valour, and adore thy grace/' 

The Knight obserVd her with astonish'd eye. 
And much he wish'd, but more he scorn'd to fly ; 
For as the breeze assail'd her gorgeous vest. 
The opening folds disclos'd a putrid bread. 
Nearer he comes, and marks, deprived of skin^ 
JHier haggard jaws display a direful grin : 
Onward she goes ; by incantation's laws 
Th' amaz'd Sir Roland unresisting draws. 
" Here leave thy steed, she cries, and never more 
^^ Shalt thou behold him on this hated shore. 
'^ But gentlest joys th' approaching hours await, 
*^ And Beauty spreads for thee her couch of state." 
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Then beck'ning mounts the bark, the Knight obeyi, 
Nor quits her guiding lamp's unhallow'd rays. 

Soon as the vessel cuts the foamy tide, 
Arouud strange spectres and fell monsters glide : 
One bathed in tears rose from the liquid bed, 
With the soft semblance of a virgin's head; 
Thrice wavM her hand, and shook her sedgy hair. 
And heav'd a piteous sigh, and cried — " Beware !" 
Next came an aged seer, whose feeble breath 
Could scarcely utter,—** Knight, beware of death l" 
Then plunging downward in a serpent's form, 
They curFd the surges like an angry storm. 
Now thousand other grisly shapes were seen. 
Rolling their fiery eyes the waves between : 
Here shrieking maidens felt the forc'd embrace, 
There Murder laugh'd, and shew'd his guilty face. 
A moment after all was hush'd, and o'er. 
And such portentous phantoms threat no more. 

But now the female at Sir Roland's side. 
Who silent long the dauntless youth had ey'd 
With foul grimaces, on a sudden press'd 
The Knight abhorrent to her mangled breast : 
Strove with the winning voice of love to speak| 
And laid her bare skull on his lily cheek ; 
Imprints the bony kiss, and fain would win 
The chaste Sir Roland to the deadly sin* 
But when she finds not magic art inspires 
The wild commotion of unholy fires, 
Observes him shrink beneath her love's excess^ 
And turn in anguish from the loath'd caress, 
Starting she left him, and in fury cried, 
** O Knight accurs'd I thou soon shalt rue thy pride '^* 
Then seiz'd her lamp, and scowling with disdain, 
Sought the calm bottom of the roaring TUaxa. 



Dark wds the night, and o'er the pathless ytffttjf 
With rapid force the ship appear'd to stray. 
In vain the youth with eye attentive seeks 
The first faint dawning of the eastern streaks : 
But all was hopeless, and no glimm'ring light 
Gave the wish'd earnest of departing night. 
Now to a shore the bark quick-striking came. 
And as the shock sent forth a sudden fiamey 
The hero leaps upon th' uncerlsun strand, 
And lifts his unsheath'd sword with desperate haad^ ' 
While slow he trod this desolated coast, 
From the crackM ground uprose a warning ghosti 
Whose figure all-confus'd was dire to view, 
And loose his mantle fiow'd of shifting hue ; 
He shed a lustre round, and sadly pressed 
liVhat seem'd his hand, upon what seem'd his breast f 
Then rais'd his doleful voice, like wolves that roaF 
In famished troops on Orcus' sleepy shore. 
*• Approach yon antiquated tower, he cried, 
^' There bold Rinaldo, fierce Mambrino died : 
^' Thou too, perchance, shalt tread the self-same road^^ 
" Approach (so Fate commands) the dark abode." 
The Knight advancing struck the fatal door, 
And hollow chambers send a sullen roar. 
As slow it opens, there appears a page. 
With limbs of pliant youth and face of age : 
" Welcome, he cried, from dangers thou hast shar'd^ 
" The banquet's ready, and thy bed prepar'd.*' 
Thro' winding passages the Knight he leads, 
And often sighs, and often tells his beads ; 
Stops at an entrance stain'd with blood, and said, 
" Accept, brave youth, the banquet and the bed." 
Then screaming loud he vanish'd from the sigbt^ 
And the bell toU'd amid the silent night. 
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Sir Roknd enters, where, throughout the room, 

One taper shews the melancholy gloom ; 

And rudely hanging by her twisted h&ir, 

A slaughtered female's starting eye-balls glare ; 

While from the curtaih'd bed such groans arose, 

As spoke the anguish of severest woes^ 

And smote his heart ' ^ 
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IMITATION, 

FROM CORNELIUS GALLtS. 
BY TH£ LATE (7. L^FtLf, SSQ. 

Erubmt vttitui ipmpuella meiti; &c. 

When Lesbia to her lover dear. 

Though many a teixing trick expert in; 

Heard my approaching footsteps near, 
She siiink behind tl^ window curtain. 



Yet as she tripp'd along, she turn'< 
To watch if I perceiv'd her running; 

Her cheeks with crimspn blushes burn^cj. 
Her eyes glaiic'd forth a smile of cunning. 

She spread her fingers o'er her face, 
^ And wish'd I might not wholly view hier ; 
And yet she wish'd her hidTmg place 
Should shew me where I might come to her. 

VOL. III. A 
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STANZAS, 

BY OCTAVIUS GILCHRIST, ESQ. t.A.t* 



Stella ! at twenty^ o'er my heart 
You may remember, girl, yon gftin'd 

An undivided rule ; by art 
Till now tke entire have m^intain'd. 

Twelve moBths, uBconsciovs of yonr powV, 

Flew by, unmingled with alloy ; 
I heeded not the fleeting hour. 

But shook my bonds with thoughtless joy* 

As in the sportive dance I pressed 

Thy hand, what sense of bliss was mine ! 

What thoughts of transport throned ray l^eas^ 
With thnlb of ecstasy divine \ — 

When circulates the festive cheer^ 

And each their favourites impart, 
I hide the name to me most deaJt, 

But toast thee, Stelb ! in my heart. 

How oft with foBdness on the voice 
That utter'd from thy lips Fve hung,. 

How oft have gaa'd upon those eyes 
That lend enchtirtment to tit^ tongue ; 
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Enraptured watth'd the crimson dye 
Upon thy cheek quick come and go, 

And caught the half-3upprjss$ed sigh, 
That frequent fv6m thy 'bi^ast would flo^C'w 

Then curb AutbitiotiS ht6MfB dCdp^ 
Disdain the coquet's wand' ring part, 

Nor '' make tlie. piPiniM in m^i hope^ 
" And break it to my heart." 

In pity to ttiy fenxtoufe jiains; 

Let lovtB pf ont>trirce mjr (f6sttiiy i 
Bind me with the^ in ^edlock^^ ch^ti6, 

Or set my heart for fev^r iitse. 

• • 

So shall I, as Wf^'s isorfoWs press^ 

Meet her stfeWi fro^iis ^ilh brotv Herehei 

Or mourn, in heait-sunk h^^Viu^ft, 
That lovts and hope ftii§ but a dream^ 



STAMFORD^ 
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EPIGRAM^ 

On a Ptrsbfi not velehratedfor his VeracUy* 

On Tuesday ncfXt^ says Tom to Ned* 
I'll dine with you< and take a bed. — 

You may believe him, Will replies, 
VVliere'et Tom iinto, he dways lies, 

r2 
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LINES, 

TO A REMONSTBATING FRIENIX 



Ar ! chide me not, if yet once more 
I seek that love long sought in vain ; 

Nor blame me if, while I adore. 
My vows Bie answered with disdain* 

Yes, I confess, 'tb poor, 'tis weak. 
To droop, to sit with folded arms, 

To bear a fever in my cheek, 
And sorrow for an ingrate's charms. 

Yet let me still my cares retain. 
Still droop, with folded arms still sigh; 

Nor mock me that I still remain 
The willing captive of her eye* 

For Love, with all his keenest smart. 
Divine enchantment mingles still ; 

And, while he fires the conquered heart. 
He charms with many a pleasing thrill. 

And tortur'd thus, thus doom'd to moam^ 
I still must feed this cherish'd grief, 

And could my peace once more return. 
My heart would scorn the poor relief 
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Then chide me not, if yet once more 
I seek that love long sought in vain ; 

Nor blame me if, while I adore, 
My vows are answered with disdain* 



TO ROSA. 

Had I, my charmer, all the gold 

Tliat earth's unfathom'd caverns hold, 

And every gem that ocean's wave 

In secret views, and loves to lave ; 

Jewels of gold and silver more. 

Than Queen e'er wish'd, or Sultan wore ; 

Or fond Arabian fram'd in tales 

Of sapphire waves and diamond vales; 

I vow by this enchanting kiss. 

Nay, had I more than ten times this-* 

AU worlds of wealth, of ev'ry sort. 

You should be ne'er the richer for X 



Of 
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LIONEL TO LYDIA, 

A FRAGMENT. 

BT THE I.ATE C. I.EFTI.Y, ESQ, 



If to bave eyes t})at sh^d such goodly light 
As lustrous stars upon the brow pi Night ; 
If tangled trewes that in ripglets creep 
Like russet leaves about the blu«|uAg grape; 
Or if a song, like a clear brook fest flowi9g» 
That stays the thirstifig traveUei^s ferther going; 
If ought of these have any charms, to movef 
Surely, my sweet onci I have leave to love. 
For these, and more, posaesf'd by thee, invite 
The willing sense to banquet on delight. 
Ob, I have seen thee lead old age astray^ 
That he hath sorrowed o'er hi? setting day ; 
Mourn'd that die summer o{ his years were past^ 
And chid his strength for being spent too fast. 
AM, happy. Mistress, is the boyish time^ 
When the enthusiast. Youth, in wild amaze. 
From burning beauty turns his dazzled gaze. 
Sighs to excess, and eager to impart 
The soft sensations of his restless heart 
phants the quaint sonnet in uneven rhym^ 



Tis then, m misty woods entranced to rove. 
He flies the frolics of the noisy hall, 
Where jolly. hearted Humour laughs with all, 
And, near the murmurs of some falling stream. 
Pursues the image of his witching dream, 
Sickens in thought, and languishes with love. 
Oft in the evening's melancholy shade 
He haunts the footsteps of his darling maid, 
And hopes and fears, by young Desires led, 
To steal the promised kiM with rapturous dread ; 
Yet all in vain— the dear delusion's o'er, 
Till passion urge him to the suit once more. 

Soul of myself, 'tis thus my fears conceal 
That poignant wound my brimming eyes reveal ; 
Known, yet unseen, I follow in thy train. 
Or near thy chamber window pour the straia, 
Which idly whispers of my ceaseless ^h, 
Although you slumber at its lullaby. 
Most surely, love, I cannot be to blame 
To spend my ieiaure moments at thy side^ 
In whom such graces as my pencil paints, 
Are heightened by the purity of Saints, 
Free from tlie tinges of caprice or pridp* 
Oh ! no, to such Divinity as thee 
To offer ii^cepse, or to bend the knee, 
Is not idolatry, nor shame ! 
And yet I have beei| laugh'd to scorn 
For wasting thus my short and precious mom. 
Rather than learn the task assign'd 
By RiGpUR with his stern precisive care; 
Qr with Philjosopht in Spring prepare 
Tp re^p the golden harvest of the Mipd^ 
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(ODE TO CHEARFULNESS, 



BT BR. pRAIKGER t. 



O Chearfulkess ! celestial Queen, 
Qf sparkling eye, and easy mien ; 

Whether in bow-r or hall, 
Where coyly-wanton Beauty wounds^ 
Where music breathes impassioned soondi, 

Thou smil'st, to thee I call. 

Tho' Love ray cup of pleasure sours. 
And stops the too — too lagging hours ; 

If thou, heart-easing fair, 
pnce deign to grace my lonely roof. 
Pale fac'd Dejection keeps aloof. 

And Sorrow melts to air. 

In vain the Bacchanalian crew 
Thee mild with wine and roses woo, 

To grace their orgies wild ; 
Where laughs Debauch, where Riot sings, 
Thou fly'st the rout on equal wings, 

Thou Health and Virtue's childi 



f Author of the « $ugae Cane," &c. &c. 
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Let shy Suspicion seek the glade, 
Of social intercourse afraid, 

Iqwrapp'd in double gloom ; 
See Cacodaemons rule th^ skies. 
At every step see terrors rise, 

And yell his dismal doom. 

Tho' sunny Afric owii'd my sway, 
And in my stores Pptosi lay, 

Each craving wish supply'd; 
Unless thou com'st, Euphrosyqe, 
And bring'st thy nurse, Content, with thee, 

Twere irksome all beside. 

}n vain I importune the Nine 

Around my brows their wreaths to twine. 

To strike the Tean lyre ; 
My blood without thee anxious flows, 
Nor fit nor just my judgment knows, 

My fancy feels no fire. 

Regret and mopish bodings fly, 
Enlivening Queen, when thou art by, 

Chagrin nor dares to stay ; 
Rash Suicide lets fall the bowl, 
pond Expectation warms the soul. 

And whispers, ^' Be thou gay.^ 

In vain foul Vice assumes thy mien. 
Alone fair Virtue smiles serene, 

Serene, tho' Kings disgrace ; 
The thorns that goad the villain's breast^ 
«The secret dread that breaks his rest» 

Bely the vizor'd &ce. \ 
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(iCt dire eccentric comets glare, 
I^t fire-ey'd plague infect the air. 

Let earthquakes rock the ground | 
No sunk despondency repines, 
No cavil taxes GocJ's designs, 

Where thou. Divine, art found. 

Blithe Hope, in amice green arrayed, 
And meek-ey'd Peace that wooes the glade. 

Thy genuine offspring are ; 
Thou paint^st with purpler streaks the dawn. 
Thou tint'st with brighter bredes the lawn. 

And fairer mak'st the fair : 

For, if not fabulous my lore. 
Thou art the magic zone she wore, 

She, Queen of wreathed smiles, I 
By thee she fix'd in ev'ry heart 
The pleasurablyr-painful dart. 

From thee she stole her wiles. 

If, with thy sweetly-winnirig ray, 
Thou gild'st the close of life's decay,, 

Old age has pow'r to qharm ; 
Without thee. Goddess debonnaire ! 
Not youth, not breathing youth is fair, 

No gazer's breast can warm. 

W^herever, Queen, thou deign'st to go. 

Fruits hang, flower? bud, clear streamleU flow. 

The echoing banks between ; 
Mild vernal airs around thee throng, 
And all is sun, and all is song, 

And all fair freshening green* 
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Stale) pleasures in thy presence wait, 
Superior thou to frowns of fate, 

To fretful Uyaien's phains ; 
Thou art ][leligion's genuine look, 
fhou art Philosophy's rebuke. 

That wins while it riestrains. 

O Chearfulness ! thy steady beam 

By far outshines Mirtb'9 transient gleaio ; 

Mirth, Mournifig'^ firm ally I 
Jlash apish FoUy is his guide. 
Wisdom is ever at tby side, 

And chaste Hilarity. 

Alas ! I court thy smiles in vain. 
Love throbs with keener* fonder pain* 

While Memory paints the past ; 
Yet, Chearfulness, I'd not foriego 
This pleasing anxious sense of woe^ 

For all the joys thou hast. 



EPITAPa 



Here rots the son of meanness and of pride, 
>yho liv'd unlovMi and unlamented died* 



B« A. P* 



252 



DAMON TO PHILOMEL, 

BT MR. WEST*. 



As love*sick Damon lay along 

Beneath a melancholy shade, 
6ooth'd by the nightly warbler's song. 

Thus the unhappy shepherd said : 

(Sweet Philomel ! who haunf st the grove 
Where I lament my wretched fate, 

Our joint complaint, alas I is love. 
The difference of our fortune great* 

Relief to me no seasons bring. 
For ever doom'd to sigh in vain ; 

But you, sweet Bird ! who mourn in spring, 
In summer's pleasure lose your pain. 

Already from yon blooming spray, 

Your willing mate your plaint returns $ 

Already seems to pbide yopr ^tay. 
And with an equal ardour bums. 

Go, Philomel, accomplish all 
Tbe joy that happy love bestows; 

Obey the tender warbler's call. 

And leave poor Damon to his woes, 

^ Fttdier to B. West, tlie friend of Qmy, 
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And when the next returning year 
Again invites you to the grove ; 

Sweet Philomel^ you'll find me here, 
Complaining still of hapless love. 



EPITAPH 

ON A MONUMENT, IN LYDD CHURCH, KENT, 

WBITT£K BY MR. AXSTST. 

On «n amiable Lady, who died aifter a lingermg ilhiess in the Slst 
year of her age, and had eamesdy prated that her only child 
might not survive her.-— The child died in a short time after ita 
inother. 

An Angel is represented on a Monument m basso reUevo, hoUine up a 
Child to its Mother ia the cUmds, and is tuppotad to fpeofc w fol- 
lowing lities : 

Thy prayer is heard — released from mortal harmsi 
Receive thy darling infant to thine arms- 
Sweet Saint ! on thee when pining sickness pr^'d. 
Thy beauty canker^d^ and thy youth deca/d, 
'Twas thine^ with patience meek, to HeaVn resigned. 
With Faith that arm'd, and Hope that cheered thy mind, 
Death's lingering stroke undaunted to sustain. 
And spare thy pitying Friends' imd Husband's pain ; 
Studious thy heartfelt anguish to disguise 
From sympathising Love's enquiring eyes, 
Concesi the tear, repress the struggling sigfa^ 
And leave a bright example how to die :— • 
Tis mine to crown thy wish, reward thy worth. 
To wean each fond, each veaming thought fixna eartl); 
And bring this much lov^d object of thy caret 
Thy joys to perfect, and thy Heaven to share* 
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to A YOltNG LADY* 



Hiitit) 18 the heart that dotes not melt HtWii hitti^ 

\Vhen care sits, cloudy, on the brow of joath ; 

Yi^hen bitter griefs the female bosom swell, 

And Beauty meditates a fond farewel 

^o her lov'd native land, prepared to roam. 

And seek in climes afar the peace denied at botM^ 

The Muse^ with glance prophetic, sees her stand 

(Forsaken, silent lady) on the strand 

Of farthest India, sickening at the roar 

Of each dull ware, slow dash'd upon the shore ; 

Sending, at intervals, an aching eye 

O'er the wide waters, vainly^ to espy 

The long-expeCted bark, in which to find 

Sotne tidings of a world she left behindi 

At such a time shall start the gushing tetr^ 

(For scenes her childhood lov'd, now doubly deftfi 

At such a time shall frantic memoi^ wak^ 

Pangs of remorse^ for slighted England's sake ; 

And for the sake of many a tender tie 

Of love, or friendship, passed too lightly by. 

Unwept, unhonOur'd^ 'midst an alien race. 

And the cold looks of many a stranger face. 

How will her poor heart bleed, and chide the day^ 

That from her country took her br away* 
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ODE, ON THE PAST. 

BY P. L. COURTIER, 

Author qftJk « Pkoiurea of Solitude,'' 



^^b^BMMtaBMMtlikiWI^II^ 



I^T8 of my Youth ! too quickly fled ; 

Visions of Love and Bliss^ adieu ! 
Ill are acquir'd the aching bead, 

And manhood's sorroiving heart, for you ! 
Ah ! what avails, witli hopefal eytf 
Tbe. raptured Future to descry f 

In mercy hid^ the dailt ui^RoWn, 
Our's be thd pjteasures post, since our's the Past alone! 

Why lingei^ ReeoUection still, 

O'er tbe fair scenes of lost delight ; 

What time, firom yonder eastern hill, 
Beam'd the mild sun of Being bright ? 

'Tis, though the calmer Reason turn 

From viilds where Fancy's meteors burn. 
Fondly we give the pensive tear 



/ 



\ To joys by Truth approved, and held by Memory dear I 

O ! come the forms by Feeling wrought. 
And chace the soul's sad gloom away ! 

O come ! for years have only taught 
How lo«a tiie seeds of bliss de^* 
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Lo ! by the tempest, sternly rude. 
Life's blooming promise all subdued ; 
And Manhood's yet-unwithering, prii^e» 
Shrinks at the wintry blast of unpropitiocii Tim€» 

If high ingenuous Hotiour charm— 
If Beauty win thy fond esteem-— 
Warmth, prompt at Friendship's call to flnA, 

Woman, what Lovers sweetly dream ; 
The mind from 'bitterest atigUish free. 
If days unsullied thou would'st see ; 
Then, close thine eyes on Youth's yiy lawny 
While yet thy £deil bloom, while now tibe .morning 
dawn« 

Why restless glows tbe wbh to gainy 

With wearying steps, Fame's arduoQt iteq^ 
Madly why seek the faithless Main^ 

To grasp Profusion's glittering h&^ I 
All that e'en Conquest still adorns. 
How often but a crown of thorns ;— - 
Still, the proud banner that he rears^ 
Greeted by orphan-cries, and drench'd with widowed* 
tears ! 

Shall lettered Glory^s generocB toits^ 

A grateful recompence besto4v ^ 
Ah ! what are Learning's envied spoils^ 

But slight, and penury, and woe !— ^ 
Deep to the winds poor Genius sighs } 
Unsought he roves, with tearful eyes } 

Nor pitying friends his fate enquiret 
Till| borne, by misery down, unaided Worth excite t 
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Since riches, honours, genius fail 

To soothe and satisfy the mind, 
1 turn to that Elysian vale 

Of loves and graces, yet behind !— 
Therfe, Fancy best her scene arrays ; 
There, Nature at the heart*strings plays ; 

There, sweetly wild the varied Year ; 
There, Joy's extatic thrill, and April's cloudless tsar! 

Days of my Youth ! too quickly fled ! 

Vbions of Love and Bliss, adieu ! 
Oh ! ill-acquir'd this aching head. 

And Manhood's sorrowing heart, for you* 
Intent no more with hopeful eye 
The rapturous Puture to descry! 

But kindly veil'd the dark unknown, 
Mine be the pleasures past, for mine the Past alon«1 



FROM THE GREEK 

t)F FHIIX)DEIiIV& 

I 

to &HODOCLEA. 

To thee, fair Beauty, taught by Love, t bring 
A chaplet, wreath'd with dil the sweets of spring; 
Sweet blooms narcissus— sweet the blushing rose, 
In modest hue, while many a violet glows ; 
Accept the wreath, thyself a fairer flower, 
As SOO& the victim of the fatal hour. 

W. M, C. B. 
vol,. III. s 
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PLEASURE AND DESIRE. 



BY M. 6. LEWIS, ESQ. 



In yonder bower lies Pleasure sleeping. 
And near him mourns a blooming maid; 

He will not wake, and she sits weeping, 
When, lo ! a stranger proffers aid. 

His hurried step, his glance of fire, ' 

The god of wishes wild declare, 

** Wake, Pleasure, wake,'' exclaims Desire^ 
And Pleasure wakes to bless the fair. 

But soon the maid, in luckless hour. 
Desire asleep is doom'd to view ; 

** Try, Pleasure, try, she cries, your power, 
And wake Desire, as he 'woke you." 

Fond girl, thy prayer exceeds all measure, ' 
Distinct his province each must keep, 

Desire shall ever wait on Pleasure, 
And Pleasure lull Desire to sleep. 
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VERSES 

TO HENRY FUSELI, ESQ. R.A. 

On hU Series of Pictures from the Poetical Works 

of Milton. 

JBT MR. ROSCOS. 



Spirit of him^rho wing'd his daring flight 
Towards the pure confines of primaeval light. 
Say, whilst this nether world thy powers confined, 
Weak child of dust, frail offspring of mankind. 
Thy station'd barrier this terrestrial mound, 
Th' incumbent vault of Heav'n thine upward bound^ 
Thy means the common energies of man. 
Thy life a shadow, and thy years a span. 
How could'st thou, struggling with opposing Fate, 
Burst thro' the limits of this mortal state ? 
Thence, soaring high, pursue, with stedfast gaze^ 
The opening wonders of th' empyreal blaze. 
Where countless Seraphs pour, in burning zone. 
Concentric glories round th' eternal throne ? 
Or hear, and hearing live, the dread alarms 
Of heavenly war, and Cherubim in arms ? 
See in th' abyss the proud apostate hurl'd. 
And rising into light the infant world ? 

s2 
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Fav'rite of Heaven ! 'twas thine on mortal cyfcs 
To pour these visions, rich with rainbow dyes, 
Peopling the void of space with forms unseen. 
Rising from being to what might have been- ! — 
Mor be not breathes a portion of thy fire, 
Who " bids the pencil answer to the lyre ;" 
Marks the bright phantoms at their proudest height. 
And with determined hand arrests their flight ; 
Bids shadowy forms substantial shape assmne. 
And Heaven's own hues in mort£il labours bloom. 
For toils like these, whatever the meed divine. 
That glorious meed, my Fuseli, is thine. 
Who first to Truth's embodied fulness wrou£^ 
The glowing outline of the Poet's thought. 

Artist sublime ! whose pencil knows to trace 
The early wonders of thy kindred race I 
Not thine to search th' historian's scanty page. 
The brief memorial of a fleeting age ; 
Not thine to call, from Time's surrounding gloom. 
High deeds of cultur'd Greece, or conqu'ring Rome; 
Not thine, with temporary themes to move. 
Of Hope, Aversion, Pity, Rage, or Love. — 
Beyond whate'er the Drama's powers can tell. 
Beyond the Epic's high impetuous swell, 
Alike by clime and ages unconfin'd. 
Thou strik'st the chords tliat vibrate on mankind ; 
Op'st the dread scenes that Heaven suspensive ey'd, 
A world created, or a world destroy'd ; 
Recall'st the joys of Eden's happier prime. 
Whilst life was yet unconscious of a crime. 
Whilst Virtue's self could Passion's glow approve. 
And Beauty slumber'd in the arms of Love ; 
Till, dread reverse ! on man's devoted race 
'Th' insidious Strpeat work'd the dire disgrace. 
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Then first, whilst Nature shuddered with affright. 
Of Sin and Death was held th' incestuous rite ; 
Then, first, o'er vanquished man began their reign, 
The fiends of Woe, the family of Pain ! 
Disease the poisoned cup of Anguish fills, 
And opes the lazar-house of human ills ! — 
See Frenzy rushes from his burning bed ; 
See pining Atrophy declines his head ; 
See mute Despair, that broods on woes unknown ; 
And Melancholy gaze herself to stone ! 

Then, pouring forth from HelFs detested bound, 
Revenge, and Fraud, and Murder, stalk around ; 
Till opening skies declare th' avenging God, 
And Mercy sleeps, whilst Justice waves the rod. 
Yet, whilst the bursting deluge from the earth 
Sweeps the rebellious brood of gi&nt birth, 
One proud survivor rolls his vengeful eyes, 
And with last look the living God defies. 

But now the waves their silent station keep. 
And vengeance slumbers o'er the mighty 'deep; 
Again, rejoicing o'er the firm-fix'd land, 
The favour'd Patriarch leads his household band ; 
With sacred incense bids his altars blaze. 
And pours to God the living song of praise. 

Thus, as th' immortal Bard his flight explores. 
On kindred wing the daring Artist soars ; 
Undazzled shares with him Heaven's brightest glow. 
Or penetrates the boundless depths below ; 
Or on the sloping sun-beam joys to ride, 
Or sails amidst the uncreated void ; 
Imbibes a portion of his sacred flame. 
Reflects hii genius, and partakes his fame. 
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THE LAST ADIEU, 

BY LAURA SOPHIA TEMPLE. 

** And Death, with Nature's noblest works at atriftit 
" Quench'd the fair star that smii'd upon hif life." 

LAMOHOmiTB 



Now the hollow drum resounding 
Fir'd each valiant soldier's breast, 

High the youthful spirits bounding 
Future hours in conquest drest. 

Brightly beam'd the eye of morning. 
Gaily smii'd the face of spring, 

Balmy sweets the sense dehghted, 
Borne on Zephyr's trembling wing. 

Hark to the Cymbal's brazen clangor ! 

Hark to the trumpet's shrill reply ! 
' Each brave heart shakes off its languor. 

Proudly the crimson banners fly. 

Now a cadence softly warbles, 
'Tis the flute's melodious sound ; 

Now the measure loudly swelling, 
Flings its awful thuuder round. 
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See the gallant band advances ! 

Glittering sabres brandish'd high ; 
Hope in ev'ry bosom dances, 

Courage speaks in ev'ry eye. 

But who is he that slowly follows ? ^ 
Mark the grief that fades his form ! 

In each wan feature passion struggles, 
Passions wild tumultuous storm. 

View his glances quickly shifted ! 

View the mis'ry they express I 
Now to Heav'n his eyes are lifted, 

Now cast down in mute distress. 

To him are lost HopeV^en accents. 
Harsh are those spirit«Waking strains ; 

On his lorn mind no morning opens. 
There a night of sadness reigns. 

But Honour's pow'rful voice prevailing 
Breaks the spell that Fancy wove, 

Tow'ring Fame at distance hailing 
Drowns the timid voice, of Love. 

Now his footsteps fondly linger, 

Mark ! oh mark, the soul-fraught gaze ! 

He views the fair departing lustre ; 
The last — last glimpse of beauty's rays. 

So the lost wretch whom Fate pursuing 

Exiles from the light of day. 
Once more the lovely landscape viewing 

Dwells on each charm — ^then hastes away. 

S4 
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Thus did he seek tbe beauteous vision, 
And thus each well-known grace explore^ 

Catch the soft day-break of those glances, 
Whose brightness he roust view no more. 

Ah ! ne'er again on him they rested, 
Those liquid suns have ceas'd to roll ; 

Of all their sparkling pow'r divested , 
No more they fire the raptured soul. 

Pale is the cheek of polish'd texture, 
Where once the rose of summer smilM ; 

And those sweet lips, where Love resided. 
Are of their hone/d store beguil'd. 

Cold is that breast, of Heav'n the dwelling. 
Which once with noblest feeling gloVd } 

Ko more with soft compassion swelling. 
No more of Truth the pure abode. 

Beneath the turf now pow'rless lying. 

Those limbs where Grace its magic spread; 

Of death she tastes the leaden slumber, 
While bleak winds whistle o'er her head. 



EPIGRAM, FROM THE FRENCH. 



'' Alas! I've been robbed/' ^* Friend, I join in 

your grief." 
" All my verses are gone I" ** How I pity the thief l" 



R. A. P, 
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A SONG. 



Mt slumbers were pleasant when last I reclioM 

On my pillow, and thought of my love : 
Our hearts were in mutual endearment intwin'dy 
And Gladness sat smiling above. 

Our hands were united, and swiftly we flew. 

My Eliza! o'er mountain and vale;. 
With the beams of the morning we brush'd off the 
dew, 

And sang with the breath of the gale. 

On the wings of the wind we embark on the waveS) 

And dance on the face of the deep ; 
Our vessel the billowy wilderness braves. 

And music lulls Ocean asleep. 

The transports that charm'd us, while deaf to the roar 
Of the wind and the thundering stream. 

Were alas ! but the creatures of Fancy — ^no more 
Than the shadowy sport of a dream 1 

V. SVANS. 
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ELEGY. 

LAURA'S BIRTH-DAY. 



Still with the world and with myself at strife. 
Where'er I pant beneath this load of life, 
'Midst haunts of men or solitary groves^ 
Where'er forlorn this restless spirit roves ; 
Still shall this day, as rolls each year along. 
To Laura hallow'd, claim th' impassioned song.. 
Perhaps the hour that wafts to heaVn the pray'r 
Warm, for her bliss, may steal me from my care ; 
One day, may Laura's friend (enough remain 
For brooding mis'ry and her sullen train) 
One day forbid th' unmanly tear to flow, 
And feign that calm his breast can never know. 

In sacred silence be my grief supprest ; 
Why wound the softness of my Laura's breast ? 
What tbo' in vain long years of anguish roll. 
And future pangs oppress my tortur'd soul ; 
Yet let them come — thy friend can still endure 
Those wounds a word, a smile from thee can cure— ^' 
But should my Laura, chang'd by time or fate, 
In cold reserve conceal her silent hate ; 
With force decisive may the blow descend. 
And end at once her friendship and her friend ! 

Ah ! turn my soul from the dark scene awhile ; 
One hour let Fancy wake and Nature smile ; 
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And cease, vain sorrows, and thou flutt'rer, cease. 

While bursts the glowing pray'r for Laura's peace : 

Be her's each gentle, each refin'd delight, 

Keen as her sense, and as her fancy bright ; 

Each nameless joy, beyond the pow'r of art, . 

That souls like' her's can feel, and can impart; 

No pale disease her seraph form impair, 

But rose-lip'd Health and gay Content be there: 

And ev'ry bliss deny'd thee, round her wait, ^- = 

And friends as constant, with an happier fate. \ 



ELEGY. 



Did those bright eyes, untaught by Genius, roll. 
Nor strike thro' fools the day-break of your soul; 
Yet should t gaze entranc'd, and now admire 
Their milder lustre, now their fiercer fire. 
Did from those ruby lips no accents flow. 
But nice debates on scandal or on show ; 
Yet should my eyes, with rapt attention, trace 
Their rosy softness and expressive grace. 
Or did that bosom heave in vacant play, 
And boast no light but Beauty's roseate ray ; 
My soul were thine, and female wit in vain 
Might show my thraldom^ not unloose my chain ; 
And liveliest eloquence, and happiest art. 
Might strike my ear, not vibrate on my heart. 

But round your friend her chain while Beauty tlirowi, 
Why must tlie Muse superfluous bonds impose ? 
On my lost heart, ah too much thine before. 
Why beam new charms to sigh for and adore ? 
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Day after day new rays of genius rise, 

And brighter show the bliss that Fate denies* 

Fly hours, and shed o'er Laura in your flight 

Gay lively joys, and unallay'd delight. 

O may no pangs of passion ill-repay'd. 

Or ceaseless agonies her peace invade, 

Ko charms fallacious, lure her youthful eyes. 

Illusive arts, or well-dissembled sighs. 

But should her heart — thou wretch, forbear awhile—^ 

Enough for thee her pity or her smile— 

O may his bosom feel th' etherial fire, 

Heave with my sighs, and glow with my desire ! 

Meanwhile, for me long lonely hours remain^ 

Of tears unpitied, and unpitied pain ; 

By day the fix'd and inattentive eye, 

The' unmeaning answer, and unfinished sign ; 

By night, the luxury of hopeless care. 

And the short slumber waking to despair. 

O dire estate of still. increasing woesi 

Essential gloom, where never sun arose ! 

}Iy Laura's hand, severe and strong as Fate, 

On pensive Peace has barr'd th' eternal gate. 

Rapt from the vulgar tlirong with purer flame. 

How rush'd my heart a kindred soul to claim ! 

That kindred soul, with calm indiff'rence fraught, 

Wak'd to no tender sympathy of thought. 

Can coldly mark the ruin she has made. 

And wish me happy, yet withhold her aid. 

As round this busy world my eyes I throw. 
The world appears a drear abode of woe ; 
My soul, 'midst beings of some difi^ring kind. 
Roams wild, repuls'd from its congenial mind ; 
And ne'er can Peace revisit my sad heart, 
Tho' godlike Friendship plies her lenient art 

w. p. 
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OCCASIONAL ADDRESS 

TO THE VOLUNTEERS, 

Spoken at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, on Friday, 95th Norn, 
1803, (^er the Performance rf the PUty of King Henry the Fifth, 
for the JBeneJit of the Patriotick Fund, 

WRITTEN BT WILLIAM BOSCAWENy ESQ. 



Ik Spartan bands to wake heroic fire, 
Renown'd TraTicus sprung his martial lyre ; 
Tyrtjeus, lame and ^ak, uuskill'd to wield 
The flying spear, or grasp the ponderous shield ; 
Nor by experience taught in just array 
To form the files, and guide the doubtful fray : 
Yet, heaven-inspired, he knew, beyond controul 
With strains sublime, to rouse the torpid soul. 
Swell with proud hopes the heart, and, by his breath. 
Kindle the love of Fame, the scorn of Death. 
And shall the British Muse, 'midst War's alarms^ 
In silence rest, nor rouse her sons to arms ? 
Shall Britons yield an unresisting prey. 
And own a base Usurper's foreign sway ? 
No— when ye march to guard your sea-girt shore, 
** * Return victorious, or return no more !" 

Greece, in her freedom's most propitious hour, 
Waged impious wars, in quest of spoU, or power ; 

• The above line was fir«t taken from the celebrated Speech of 
Mr. Mackintosh ; in which it appears, as a citation, but without 
any reference ; but the Author of this Address has since leam'd 
that it is to be found in the Prologue to JVIr. Home's Tragedy of Agis. 
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And Rome, through many an age, unjustly brave. 

Fought to oppress, and conquered to enslave. 

E'en the bright wreaths our Edwaeds, HEvmES, 

claim, 
Crown'd not the cause of Freedom, but of Fame ; 
While fond Ambition, with misguided zeal. 
Sought England's glory more than England's weal. 
But when, of old, to chase a foreign host. 
The painted guardians of our Albion's coast. 
O'er her white* cliffs descending, from afar 
On C.rBSAR's legions pour'd tlie tide of war, 
When scythed chariots swept th' ensanguined plain. 
Then Bards, enraptured, sung, this patriot strain: 
" Ye generous Youths, who §uard the British shore! 
** Return victorious, or return no more !" 
Again Britannia sounds her just alarms; 
Nor lures by Int'rest or Ambition's charms. 
Bat prompts to deeds, which fairer trophies yield 
Thau graced e'en Agincourt's immortal field. 
And bids you guard, in free and gallant strife. 
All that adorns, improves, or sweetens life. 
Your Homes, by faithful Love and Friendship blest. 
Each pledge of Love, now smiling at the breast. 
Your Daughters, fresh in bloom, mature in charms, 
Doom'd (should he conquer) to the Spoiler's arms ; 
Your Sons, who hear the Tyrant's threats with scorn. 
The Joys, the Hopes of ages yet unborn. 
All, all, endear this just, this sacred cause, 
Your Sov'reign's Throne, your Freedom,. Faith^ 

and Laws. 
Champions of Britain's cherish'd rights ye stand : 
Protect, preserve, avenge your native laud I 
For lo ! She cries, amidst the battle's roar, 
•* Return victorious, or — return no more I" 
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BY THE LAT£ ESV. vr. B, STBVBK9. 



Yfi fields ! where once, with careless feet. 
The fairy forms of Spring to meet 

My childhood lov'd to roam. 
Again to view each laughing scene, 
Your flowrets fresh, and daisied green. 

Ye genial fields ! again I come : 

And with me bring a grateful meed 

For pleasures past, my rural reed, i 

To you its notes belong ; 
And while my artless simple strains 
Re-echo to my native plains, 

The Shepherd-girl shall love my song : 

And while beneath yon hawthorn shade. 
For lonely Peace and Pleasure made, 

My listless length I lay, 
Kind Fancy from her magic bow'r, 
Shall call the grove, the field, the flow'r, 

And bkl the Muse the scene survey* 
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The Woodland Nymphs and Naiads 'roond^ 
From every stream, and every mound. 

Shall see the voice obey'd ; 
And o'er each spring of gentler flow. 
Each forest tall of wider show. 

With hallow'd hand, the Muse shall lead. 

> 
The Muse, entranced in new delight. 

Shall dwell on each alluring sight. 
And bless their woodlands high ; 

And every hill, and every dale, 
• The tufted grove, the cottag'd vale 

Shall catch, with joy, her charmed eye.' 

Now when the mom shall wake the houzt,. 
And call them from their beds of flow'cs 

To rise in brighter glow. 
The Genius of the mountain hoar 
Shall learn her song, of sacred pow'r, 

And bear it to the vales below. 

And Health with dewy buskin bare. 
Shall breathe with her the upland aiiv 

And tread the dells around; 
With her shall hear the " slumbering mom," 
By opening hound, and echoing horn, 

" Chearly rous'd," in sylvan sound. 

The grass with glittering dew besprent. 
The lark on airy notes intent 

Again shall draw her eye ; 
The rural pleasures, in her train, 
Shall love the wildly-warbled strain > 

The Milkmaid pours, her Shepherd nigh^ 
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fiut whei)^ with brighter flames bespread; 
The heav'ns their fiercest inflo^ce shed; 

In fiery noon of day ; 
iThe Muse shall seek the deepest grove, ^' 

Where, breathing sweet, the lute of Love 

Shall answer t6 her softest lay. . 

The Fawns and Satyrs all around. 
And Dryad-girls shall catch the soond^ 

Their oaken shades among ; 
The genuine Bard shall these desciy^ 
No vulgar ear, no vulgar eye. 

Shall see their haunts, shall hear her song* 



i 

4 

* 



J 

• ■I 



But let tliem hail that hallow^^ bour. 
When Collins felt the forceful poVr 

And tun'd his evening reed ; 
The sweetest theme, in sweetest tftraiii| 
The Poet sung, nor sung in vain^ 

Him Glory deck'd with deathless meed; 

Then now, whed Eve with chaster light 
Beittns softly on the peasant's sight. 

And skirts the village-pldn ; 
On every daisy-painted mead ,l 

The virgin quire the dance shall lead, ' :j 

And shepherd-boys applaud the traib. j 

■Js 
■ • 

And by each dear and sacred stream, '^ 

Near which, by day, the Fairies dream^ *^ 

Their Elfin Troop shall spring; 
And featly as they foo( it round. 
Encircling swift the diiwy ground, 

The sylvan Muse shaU sweetly sing i 

voir. lif^' 7 .*<! 
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How Innocence with virgin fkce. 
And modest airs of artless grace 

All love the sylvan cell ; 
And simple Truthy and Pleasure 
Delight no more in city air. 

No more in riot orgies dwell. 

And Contemplation's spirit dear. 
Slow pacing thro' the woodlands near. 

These gentlest forms shall view i 
And Fancy, with her pencil pure. 
Shall paint them strong, and bid endure 

The Poet's eye^ to Fancy true. 



FROM THE GERMAN OF LESSING. 

I ase'd ray fair, one happy day. 

What I should call her in my lay. 
By what sweet name, from Rome or Gteece, 

Iphigenia, Clelia, Chloris, 

Laura, Lesbia, Delia, Doris, 
Dorimene or Lucrebe ? '* 

Ah replied my gentle fur, 

Beloved, what are names but sur I 
Take thou whatever suits liie line, 

Clelia, Iphigenia, Chloris, 

Laura, Lesbia, Delia, Doris— 
But don't forget to call me — thine. 

PHILADBLPHU. 
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THE PANSY. 



When the young Spring ber featlier'd ir^in rec^I^ 
And when the bee rebuilds his honied Y&IU » 
When gentle April sheds her genial showers. 
And fanning zephyrs breathe on budding flowers ; 
Tufted in grassy rings whpre Fairies play, 
Pausies unseen their rainbow robes display; 
Like pigmy peacocks sprecu) their pijirple plumes^ 
Shedding at once a season of perfomes. 
A jetty star protect3 their ivory breast^ 
And velvet saffron forms their decent vest. 
But when grey Autuom calls his brother winds ^ 
Untums the iron key their wrath confine^^ 
Bids dark November's threatening tempests roar. 
And warns the ant to hoard his winter store ; 
Void of all shape, all colour, all perfume. 
Pale is the jetty star and purple plume ; 
Resigned, the florets feel the blast of death, 
And ere they heave the last long parting breath. 
They hide, instinctive, in funereal snows 
The treasured capsules which their young inclose* 
Round their cold tombs the infant seedlings lie. 
To bud and Uossom where their parents die. 

C. SNSTD SDGSWOBTH. 
T 2 
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MELANCHOLY. 



Whsit ihe tempest howls rongh thro' the dark 
witfaei'd groTC, 

And the rude blasts of Winter all Nature defonv; 
Amid the dire scenes unappall'd I could rove. 

And rest undisturbed by the rage of the ttorm. 

Yet why, when the wild winds of Winter are flown. 
When hush'd to repose are the waves on the sea ; 
When Spring o'er the earth her green mantle ha» 
thrown. 
And the sweet voice of Gladness is heard from aach 
tree; 

When all the fair objects that earth can bestow. 
Combine to inspire me with transports of joy, 

O why on my tongue dweU the accents of woe ? i 
Why bursts from my bosom the sorrow-fraught 
sigh? 

9 

When the blushes of mom tinge the donds of the east, 

I seek the lone cave on the wave-beaten shore 
Where the sea-bird screams wild as she starts from 
her nest, 

And the loud-soundiog surge in the hollow rocks 
r^ar : 
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I mark the tall cliff, hoary, rugged, and bare. 
That rears its broad breast in the midst of the waveSi 

Where the mermaid, they say, often combs her dark 
hair, 
And sings o'er the sailors that rest in their graves. 

When the sun sinks behind the high hills of the westi 
All lonely and pensive I rest by the stream, 

I call to remembrance the days that are past. 
And compare all my joys to the sun's setting beam. 

I see with regret where the hawthorn once stood. 
And the yellow furze blossom'd, the marks of th« 
plough. 
Yet pleased I behold the rock shattered and rude, 
And view with delight the bleak mountain's bars 
brow. 

Beneath the green elm waving dark in the air, 

Oft 1 sit while the moon lights her lamp in the sky— > 

Ah i why must I tell that my Peggy sleeps there. 
And that there all my hopes and my happiness lye ? 

ARBROATH. W. A» 



EPIGRAM, FROM LESSING, 

On a Volume of Epigrams* 

Point in his foremost epigram is found: 
Bee-like, he lost his sting at the first wound. 
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ODE, 

WBIITEN AT THE OPENING Of THfi YEAK 179r. 

BY MR. R. A. DAVENPORT. 

•ni l iT i i Till 'i 



Lo ! to his task the infant year 
Comes forth ; no boding frown severe 
Scowls on his brow *, but smiling nuldy . 
He seems of dove-ey'd Peace the child ! 
No numbing wand his young hand holdSy 
No hoary vest his form enfolds, 
No angry blasts around him rave :-?- 
The Spirit of the Storm sleeps in his icy oave« 

He bleeps. Still wakes a fiercer far, 
His dark brow trench'd with many a scar ; 
His voice loud as the vext-wave's roar, 
His sable armour stain'd with gore ; 
Stern War ! his fiery arm the plain 
Crimsons with countless legions slain, 
While round him Famine, dark Despair, 

And the wild grisly forms of Lust and Rapine glare. 

« 

* The weather, at the opening of die yew ITST, ww paiticu- 
larly mild. 
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PranCic each breathless corse he spurns, 

His ardent eye with fury burns. 

Scar'd by his lurid frowns, the choir 

Of weeping Virtues sad retire ; 

Far from the battle's horrid yell, 

In peace and solitude to dwell. 

Where no lorn widow's tender wail. 

No shriek, no dying groan, hangs heavy on the gale. 

But, with firm gaze, the deathless Muse, 
His whirlwind-course indignant views. 
Sees him, for conquest and for fame. 
Spread wide the wildly-wasting flame ; 
With lasting infamy she brands 
His laurels rent from ravaged lands ; 
Then, borne on seraph wing? sublime, 
She turns from fields of blood, and seeks a milder 
clime. 

How long, alas ! must Nature mourn 
Her fairest works by rude hands torn. 
And tremble as the clarion's breath 
Commands her sons to deeds of death f 
While, red, before her dewy eyen, 
The flames from burning haimlets rise. 
Where lost her babes the mother stands. 
And calls on Heav'n for aid, and frensied wrings her 
hands. 

When shall again, at dawning day, 
Wak'd by the shrill lark's matin lay. 
In safety o'er the furrow'd soil, 
The peasant hasten to his toil ; 

T 4 
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And, i^t mild eve, his labour dope, 

^lithe carol, to the setting sun ; 

Blest once more in his lowly cot» - 

To clasp his wife belov'd, each gloomy «are forgot f 

Soon may ye dawn auspicious hours ! 

Th^n bright-ey'd Pleasure crown'd with floVn, 

Shall lead the dance in .shady dell ; 

While feeble Age past woes ^all tell. 

And ^ain a sigh from Pity meek : 

Then, rosy Love with dimpled-cheek. 

His light hair floating round his head, 

Shall to ^e laughing gale hb snowy baiuier spread, 



EPIGRAM, 

FROM THE FRENCH OF ST. LAMBERT. 

Phillis, though nothing less than cruel. 
Thinks a good name indeed a jewel ; 
And round her draws, this prize to gaiiii 
Of pedants and of prudes 4 train : 
With Phillis these, in cynic style. 
From morn till eve defame, revile. 
And preach against Love's powerful sway. 
Alas ! like fan^'d Ulysses' wife. 
Poor Phillis, with herself at strifie^ 
Undoes by night the wprk of day. 



R. A. B. 
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EXTEMPORE STANZAS, 

Ott reading the following Inscription on a delightful 
vacant Cottage at Binsted^ in the Isle of Wight. 

^* CONTENTMENT IS WEALTH." 
ST £YL£S IRWIN, ESQ. 



And art thou fled, romantic host? 

Thy airy hopes at once bely'd ? 
jContenUnent's clue for ever lost, 

And life the sport of Fortune's tide ! 

Such still their fate, who idly dream 
In court or cot th' enchantress dwells ; 

Hangs o'er the cool meandering stream, 
Or slumbers in monastic cells* 

Tho' Freedom guard the Monarch's throne, 
And Innocence the cottage grace ; 

Dwells, in the mind, her spells alone, 
Unchanged by circumstance or place \ 

If^ stranger ! such thy inmate prove 
On peaceful plain or stormy sea. 

Or in this sweet sequester'd grove. 
Contentment shall be xoealth to thee ! 

UAj It, 1799. 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

BT THE LATE THOMAS DERMODt. 



To Pleasure's wiles an easy prey. 

Beneath this sod a bosom lies, 
Yet, sp^re the meek offender's clay. 

Nor part with dry averted eyes, 

O, stranger ! if thy wayward lot 
Through Folly's heedless maze has lad^ 

Here nurse the true, the tender thought, 
And fling the wild flow'r on his head ! 

For he, by this cold hillock clad. 

Where tall grass twines the pointed stone. 
Each gentlest balm of feeling had. 

To soothe all sorrow but his own. 

For he, by tuneful Fancy rear'd, 

(Though, ever dumb^ he sleeps below !) 

The stillest sigh of Anguish heard, 
And gave a tear for every woe : 

O, place his dear harp by his side I 
His harp, alas ! his only hoard. 

The fairy breeze, at even-tide, 

Will, trembling, kiss each weeping chord. 
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Oft on yon crested cliff he stood, 

When misty twilight stream'd around, 

To mark the slowly-heaving flood, 

And catch the deep wave's sullen sound. 

Oft, when the rosy dawn was seen, 
^Mid blue, to gildiiie blushing steep. 

He marked, o'er yonder margent green. 
The curling cloud of fragrance sweep. 

Oft did he pause the lark to hear. 

With speckled wing, the skies explore ; 

Oft paus'd to see the slow fiock near : 
But he shall see, or hear no more ! 

Then, stranger ! be his foibles lost ; 

At such small foibles Virtue smiFd : 
Few was their number, large their cost. 

For he was Nature's orphan-child. 

The graceful drop of Pity spare, 

(To him the bright drop once belong'd) ; 

Well, well his doom deserves thy care, 

Much, much he suffered, much was wrong'd. 

When taught by life its pangs to know, 
Ah ! as thou roam'st the checquer'd gloom, 

Bid the sweet night-bird's numbers flow, 
And the last sun-beam light his tomb. 

1794. 
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ADDRESS, 

DELIVERED AT THE LIYERFOOL TBEAXBE, 

When a Free Benefit was given to the CUldrem cf ike 

late Mr. Palmer. 

WEITTEK BY MK. &08C0E, 



I £ airy Sprites, who, oft as Fancy calb. 

Sport 'midst the precincts of these haunted walls ! 

Light forms, that float iu Mirth's tumultaoos tfarongy 

And frolic Dance, and Revelry, and Song, 

Fold your gay wings, repress your wonted 

And from your favorite seats awhile retire ! 

And Thou, whose pow'rs sublimer thoughts impart. 

Queen of the springs that move the human heart 

With change alternate ; at whose magic call 

The swelling tides of Passion rise or fall — 

Thou, too, withdraw ; for, 'midst 4iiy lov'd abode. 

With step more stern a mightier pow'r has trod ;— 

Here, on this spot, to ev'ry eye confest, 

Enrob*(l with terrors stood the Kingly Guest j 

Here, en this spot, Death wav'd th* unerring dart. 

And struck — his noblest prize — an honest heart! 

What wond'rous links the human feelings bind ! 
How strong the secret sympathies of Mind ! 



285 

As Fancy's pictured forms around us movei 
We hope or fear, rejoice, detest, or love : 
Nor heaves the sigh for selfish woc^ alone—* 
Congenial sorrows mingle with our own : 
Hence, as the Poet's raptur'd eye-balls roll. 
The fond delirium seizes all his soul ; 
And, whilst his pulse concordant measure keep^. 
He smiles in transport, or in anguish weeps. 
But, ah, lamented Shade, not thine to know 
The anguish only of imagined woe ! — 
Destin'd o'er Life's substantial iUs to mours; 
And fond parental ties untimely torn 1 
Then, whilst thy bosom, lab'ring with its grief. 
From fabled sorrows sought a short relief, 
The fancied woes, too true to Nature's tone, 
Burst the slight barrier, and became thy own :— 
In mingled tides the swelling passions ran, 
Absorb'd the Actor, and o'erwhelm'd the Man ! 
Martyr of Sympathy more sadly true 
Than ever Fancy feign'd, or Poet drew! 

Say why, by Heav'n's acknowledg'd hand imprest^ 
Such keen sensations actuate all the breast ? 
Why throbs the heart for joys that long have fled I 
Why lingers Hope around the silent dead? 
Why spurns the Spirit it's encumb'ring clay. 
And longs to soar to happier realms away ? 
Does Heav'n, unjust, the fond desire instill. 
To add to mortal woes another ill ? — 
Is there thro' all the intellectual frame 
No kindred mind that prompts the nightly dream ; 
Or, in lone musings of remembrance sweet. 
Inspires the secret wish — once more to meet ? — 
There is : for, not by more determin'd laws 
The sympathetic steel the magnet draws. 
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Than the freed Spirit acts, with strong eontronlf 
On its responsive sympathies of soul ; 
And tellS) in characters of truth nnfurVd, 
" There is another^ and a better World I** 

Yet, whilst we sorrowing tread this earthly ball^ 
For human woes a human tear will fall. 
Blest be that tear ; who gives it doubly blest, 
That heals with balm the Orphan^s wounded breast ! 
Not all that breathes in Morning's genial dew 
Revives the parent plant where once it grew ; 
Yet may those dews with timely nurture aid 
The infant floVrets drooping in the shade ; 
Whilst long-experienc'd Worth and Manners mild— 
A Father's merits— still protect his Child* 



EPITAPH. 



NrMrfl ! over thee, chaste, fair, and youngs 

Each bosom breaUies a sigh ; 
Applauses flow from every tongue, 

And tears from every eye. 

Still liveSi and ever shall, thy name. 

Thy beauty only died : 
Envy has noUiing to procl^m} 

Nor Flattery to hide. 
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THE DRYAD'S WARNING, 

BT MK. L£TDEN. 

TV Robert AndersoUy h.d. on an Excursion in tk€ 

Country. 



Hark ! from the hills a solemn moan 
Breathes in the wind's expiring tone ! 
While sweeps the breeze on 'circling wings^ 
Forlorn and sad, some spirit sings ! 
Down yonder vale, abrupt and low ; 
Recedes the murmur dull and slow. 

What omens, mighty Oak ! can make 
Thy knotted stnbborn heart to qui^e } 
No gale thy rustling foliage heaves ; 
Then why these feaiful, shivering leaves ? 

The leaves were hush'd, the winds were calm-f* 
A Dryad rais'd her slender palm«- 
With misletoe her locks were wreath'd,-— 
And these prophetic accents breathed.: 

" What can the Oak's firm strength avail^ 
When eVn the radiant Sun grows pale ? 
In magic chains behold him bound, 
Faint yellow circles wreathing round,— 
The wan Moon, glimmering through her tears. 
At midnight still confessed her fears. 
I feel mine iron nerves revolt 
At the deep-rending thunderbolt. 
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Whoscf fiery force my frame will rack^ 
And scorch my fair green foliage black—* 
Hence, Mortal, like the lightening, fly 
Ere the deluge pour from high, 
Ere the blast's impetuous breath 
' Sweep you to the realms of death." — 

Then *y ied the Dryad's voice away — 
Because she had no more to say-^ 
While I the proper time embrace 
To seize the story, in her place ; 
And ask, Dear Doctor I what could tempf 
Your placid soul, from cares exempt. 
When mystic tomes no longer rise 
With magic rhymes to daze your eyes % 
To leave your books^ your lettered ease. 
Your power of trifling when you please. 
To trace the marsh, the desart moors, 
To converse with unlettered boors. 
To pore on the bleak morning sky. 
And count each cloud that waggles by. 
To view the green moon thro' the trees 
Swing like a huge suspended cheese, 
Or fairy landscapes in the mist, 
Like some poetic fabulist ? 
For sure, as anglers never search 
Old Helicon for Trout or Perch, 
The polish 'd Muses ever shun 
The echo of the Sportsman's gun. 

* Dr. Anderson had lately finished his collection of " The Works 
of the British Poets, with Prefaces, Biographical and Critical/' 
in 13 vols. 8vo ; a work which reflects honour on Scotland, and 
which was undertaken solely from public considerations ; to Tindi" 
cate the claims of many too much neglected poetSi and ti> secure s 
CQXfect and uniform edition of their writings. 
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No poets in these dimes of ours 

Have seen your fam'd Arcadian bowers ^r- 

Its fragrance sweet no moss-rose sprea^^ 

Tho' numerous blue-bells paint our meads^-— 

Tbo' high our royal thistle rears 

His head begirt with bristling spears*— 

The linnet warbles faint and low, 

But sharp and shrill the jangling crow ; 

The wintry winds in summer howl, 

^' While nightly sings the staring owl;'' 

For swains, you find the surly clown,— 

Dear Doctor, haste, return to town. 

Where shines the sun on plaster'd walls, 

Carts, cabbages, and coblers' stalls ; 

Now, only think how sweet he smiles,— 

His beams reflected from the tiles* 

Yet, Doctor, hear my boding voice. 

While still you have the powisr of choice, 

Quick fiy impending floods of rain. 

Nor deem the Dryad's warning vain. 

Vain omens cease— you warn too late ; 
ImpelFd by stern resistless fate, 
He goes ! while sure as I'm a sinner, 
It rains before the hour of dinner. 

Now having seiz'd (by way of trope) 
Imagination's telescope, 
I see as well thro' stone and timber. 
As through the window of my chamber ; 
Nor highest hills impede my vision, 
Nay, mark-*and smile not in derisioix--* 
Lo ! by a stream I see you stray 
Where chime the waves in wanton play; 
Along with quicken'd pace you go, 
And now with steps revers'd and slow, 

TOL. III. V 
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Still listening to tbe buzzing crowd 
Of idle guests that 'murmur loud ; 
Where high tbe gushing waters spout, 
And frequent springs the speckled trout ; 
While constant in your raptur'd ear 
The river's distant hum you hear. 

&ut heard you not at twilight's break 
The wrangling hen's harsh- twittering peek I 
And see these crows-^in aiiy rings 
Tliey wheel on glossy oil-smooth'd wings^ 
Aloft they dart, oblique they range 
In hieroglyphic circles strange. 
And now thehr mazy folds combine 
To form one long continuous line. 
That living iiillock heaves its head 
With crumbling earth so fresh and red. 
Where, floundeiing blindfold from his hole, 
Springs forlli to light the darkling mole. 

Fly, Doctor, fly, nor longer stay 
Till twining earth-worms bar your way; 
Till crawling snails their antlers rear, 
And Anne and Margaret * cry " O dear \ 
How hard yon path-way steep to climb. 
And slide o'er slippery tracks of slime." 

Tbe rains defend, the thunders roar— 
Tis well you reach'd that cottage door. 

The roads are floods — on such a day 
Would Homer's well-soal'd boots f give way. 
With hopeless foot the traveller views 
His path who, luckless ! trusts in shoes ; 

* Two young ladies, daughters of Dr. Andecaoi; i^ho acoom* 
panied him on this rural excursion. 

t tixrafAihti *A;i^«iM. Homer. 
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But you, perhaps, (ah vain pretence !) 
In coaches place your confidence. 
In vain in chariot and in horse 
You trust to speed you on your course. 
That tempest, fit for turning mills, 
The coachman^s heart with horror fills— 
It goes— as well mig|^ seamen try 
To steer straight in the North-wind's ey< 
Beneath the blast it tottering reels, 
And heaves aloft its ponderous wheels. 
Well, Doctor, since you must delay, 
Why, piti^tise patience while you stay- 
When tempests shroud the stormy sky 
These lines its utmost power may try. 

EDINBVaOfl, AUGUST 6, 1796. 



EPITAPH 

ON A YOUNG LADV. 



O ! called from hence, dear child, in lifers fiill bloom; 
Thy childless parents sorrow o'er thy tomb ! 
Yet, while they mourn thy early flight from earth. 
And cherish fond remembrance of thy worth. 
This thought ftill cheers— that, when their toils are 

o'er. 
Thee shall they meet, and meet to part no more. 

a. A* J>. 

v2 
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VERSES 

On a Bttterfi^f wkich eame forth from its CinsaUs t« # 

Lad/8 Hand. 

BT B&. 8FAW. 



BoRK in Aspasia's fosf ring hand. 
My finiBb'd form I first displayed. 

And felt my plamy wings expand. 
While gazing on the beauteous 



No sunshine glowed upon the Mene^ 
With kindly warmth those wing^ to dry ; 

Yet fair each painted pinion grew 
Beneath the lustre of her eye. 

No zephyr rose with gentle gale. 
To fill my infant frame with air ; 

But, fann'd by fair Aspasia's breach, 
Tlie zephyf's gale I well might spare. 

No rose or lily near me grew,. 

On which my downy limbs might rest ; 
But these in brighter tints I found 

Upon the virgin's cheek and breast. 

Thus Nature, with indulgent care, 
Propitious grac'd my patal hour; 

And with superior sweetness gave 
The gale, the sunshine, and the flow'r t 
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THE VIRTUOSO * ; 

IN IMITATION OF SPENSER. 



Ftdemui 



Nygari toUtat. Psitsivt. 



Whilom by silver Thames's gentle stream^ 

In London town there dwelt a tubtile wight ; 
A wight of mickle wealth, and mickle fame, 

Book^learnM and quaint ; a virtuoso hight. 
Uncommon things and rare were his delight ; 

From musings deep his brain ne'er gotten ease. 
Nor ceasen he from study, day or night ; 

Until, (advancing onward by degrees) 
He knew whatever breeds on earth, or air, or seas. 

• 

He many a creature did anatomize, 
Almoil unpeopling water, air, and land ; 

Beasts, fishes, birds, snails, caterpillars, flies»' 
Were laid full low by his relentless hand. 

That oft with gory crimson was distun'd : 
He many a dog destroyed, and many a cat; 

Of fleas his bed, of frogs the marshes drained. 
Could tellen if a mite were lean or fat. 
And read a lecture o'er the entrails of a gnat. 

• •• The Virtuoso," " Ambition and Content/' and « The Poet," 
are juvenile pieces of the celebrated Akenside, and are not to b« 
I6und4n his works. They were written in hb niteentli year. 

u 3 
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He knew the various modes of ancient thnes. 
Their arts and fashions of each different guise ; 

Their weddings, funerals, punishments for crimes, 
Their strength, their learning eke, and rarities ; 

Of old habiliments, each sort and size, 

Male, female, high and low to him were known ; 

Each gladiator-dress, and stage-disguise ; 

With learned, clerkly phrase he could have shewn 
How theGreek tunick differed from theRomau gown. 

A curious medalist, I wot, he was. 

And boasted many a course of antient coin ; 

Well as his wife's he knewen ev'ry face, 
From Julius CsBsar down to Constantine : 

For some rare sculpture he would oft ypine, 
(As green-sick damosels for husbands do ;) 

And when obtained, with enraptured eyne, 
He'd run it o'er and o'er with greedy view. 
And look, and look again, as he would look it thro\ 

His rich museum, of dimensions fair. 

With goods that spoke the owner's mind was fraught»; 
Things ancient, curious, value -worth, and rare, ' 

From sea and land, from Greece and Rome were 
brought. 
Which he with mighty sums of gold had bought : 

On these all tydes With joyous eyes he por'd ; 
And, "sooth to say* himself he greater thought. 

When he beheld his cabinets thus stor'd, 

Than if he'd been of Albion's wealthy cities lord. 

Here in a comer stood a rich scrutoire, 

With many a curiosity replete ; 
In seemly order fumish'd ev'ry draw'r, 

Products of art or nature as was meet ; 
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Air-pumps and prisms were plac'd beneatlr liis feet) - 
A Memphian mummy-king hung o'er his head ; 

Here phials with live insects small and great, 
There stood a tripod of the Pythian maid ; 
Above, a crocodile diffused a grateful shade. 

Fast by the window did a table stand, 

Where hoijiern and antique rarities, 
From Egypt, Greece, and Rome, from sea and land. 

Where thick-besprent of ev'ry sort and size : • 
Here a Bahaman-spider's carcase lies. 

There a dire serpent's golden skin doth shine ; 
Here Indian feathers, fruits, and glitt'ring flies ; 

There gums and amber found beneath the line» 

The beak of Ibis here, and there an Antonioe. 

Close at his back, or whispering in his ear. 

There stood a spright ycleped Phantasy ; 
Which, wheresoe'er he went, was always near : 

Her look was wild, and roving waa her eye ; 
Her hair was clad with flow'rs of ev'ry dye ; 

Her glistering robes were of more various hue, 
Than the fair bow that paints the cloudy sky, 

Or all the spangled drops of morning dew ; 

Their colour changing still at ev'ry different view. 

Yet in this shape all tides she did not stay, 
Various as the chamaslion that she bore ; 

Now a grand monarch with a crown of hay. 
Now mendicant in silks, and golden ore : 

A statesman, now equipp'd to chase the boar. 
Or cowled monk, lean, feeble, and unfed ; 

A clown-like lord, or swain of courtly lore ; 
Now scribbling dunce in sacred laurel clad. 
Or papal father now, in homely weeds arra/d, 

U 4 
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The tieigbt wbose brain this phantom^s power doth fill, 

Oo whom she doth with constant care attend. 
Will for a dreadful giant take a mill, 

Or a grand palace in a hogstie find : 
(From her dire influence me may heav'n defend !) 

All things with vitiated sight he spies ; 
Neglects his family, forgets his friend, 

Seeks painted trifles, and fantastic toys, 

And eagerly pursues imaginary toys. 



AMBITION AND CONTENT ; 

A FABLE. 
4^fim Qmktm, ■ H oe. 

While yet the world was young, and men were few, 
Nor lurking fraud, nor tyrfmt rapine knew ; 
In virtue rude, the gaudy arts they scorn'd. 
Which, virtue lost, degenerate times adornM : 
No sumptuous fabricks yet were seen to rise, 
Nor gushing fountains taught t' invade the skies ; 
With nature, art had not begun the strife, 
Nor swelling marble rose to mimic life : 
Nor pencil yet had learned t' express the fair ; 
The bounteous earth was all their homely care. 

Then did Content exert her genial sway^ 
And taught the peaceful world her power t' obey ; 
Content, a femsde of celestial race, 
Bright and compleat in each celestial grace; 



Serenely fair she was, as rising day. 

And brighter than the sun's meridian ray : 

Joy of all hearts, delight of ev'ry eye, 

Nor grief, nor pain appeared when she was by ; 

Her presence from the wretched banished care, 

Dispersed th^ swelling sigh and stopt the falling tear. 

Long did the nymph her regal state maintain. 
As long mankind were blest beneath her reign ;- 
Till dire Ambition, hellish fiend ! arose, 
To plague the world, and banish man's repose : 
A monster sprung from that rebellious crew. 
Which mighty Jove's Phlegraean thunder slAw, 
Resolvfd to dispossess the royal fair, 
On all her friends he threaten'd open war : 
Fond of the novelty, vain, fickle man. 
In crouds to his infernal standard ran ; 
And the weak maid, defenceless left alone, 
T* avoid his rage, was forced to quit the throne* 

It chanc'd as wandVing through the fields she stray'd, 
Forsook of all, and destitute of aid. 
Upon a rising mountain's flow'ry side, 
A pleasant cottage, roof d with turf, she Sipy'd : 
Fast by a gloomy, venerable wood 
Of shady planes, and ancient oaks it stood. 
Around a various prospect charm'd the sight ; 
Here waving harvests clad the field with white ; 
Here a rough shaggy rock the clouds did pierce. 
From which a torrent rush'd with rapid force ; 
Here mountain-woods diffus'd a dusky shade. 
Here flocks and herds in flow'ry vallies play'd, 
While o'er the matted grass the liquid crystal 

stray 'd. 
In this sweet place there dwelt a chearful pair, 
Tho' bent beneath the weig^it of many a year; 
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li\lio wisely flying publick noise and strife. 

In this obscure retreat had pass'd their life ; 

The husband Industry was call'd. Frugality the 

wife. 
With tenderest friendship mutually blest. 
No houshold jarrs had e*er disturbed thedr rest. 
A numerous ofispring graced their homely board. 
That still with nature's simple gifts was stoi'd. 
The father rural business only knew. 
The sons the same deli^tful art pursue : 
An only daughter, as a goddess feir. 
Above the rest was the fond mother's care ; 
Plenty, the brightest nymph of all the plain. 
Each heart's delight, adoi^d by ev'ry swain. 
Soon as Content this charming scene espy'd. 
Joyful within herself the goddess cry'd ; 
This happy sight my drooping heart doth raise. 
The gods, I hope, will grant me gentler days ; 
When with prosperity my life was blest. 
In yonder house I've been a welcome guest; 
There now, perhaps, I may protection find ; 
For royalty is banished from my mind: 
I'll thither haste : How happy should I be. 
If such a refege were reserv'd for me ! 

Thus spoke the fair ; and straight she bent her way 
To the tall mountain^ where the cottage lay : 
Arriv'd, she makes her chang'd condition known ; 
Tells how the rebels drove her from the throne ; 
What painful, dreary wilds she'd wander'd o'er ; 
And shelter from the tyrant doth implore. 

The faithful, aged pair at once were seiz'd 
With joy and grief, at once were pain'd and pleas'd : 
Grief for their bauish'd Queen their hearts possest, 
And joy succeeded for their future guest ; 
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And if you'll deign, bright goddess, here to dwell. 
And with your presence^grace our humble cell, ' 
Whatever the gods have giv'n with bounteous hand, 
Our harvests, fields and flocks, our all command. 

Meantime, Ambition on his rival's flight. 
Sole lord of man attained his wish's height ; 
Of all dependance on his subjects eas'd. 
He rag'd without a curb, and did whate'er he pleas'd; 
As some wild flame driv'n on by furious winds 
Wide spreads destruction, nor resistance finds ; 
So rush'd the fiend desti'uclive o'er the plain, 
Defac'd the labours of th' industrious swain; 
Polluted ev'ry stream with human gore. 
And scatter'd plagues and death from shore to shore* 

Great Jove beheld it from th' Olympian tow*rs, 
Where sate assembled all the heav'nly pow'rs ; 
Then with a nod that shook th' empyrean throne. 
Thus the Saturnian thunderer begun : 
You see, immortal inmates of the skies, 
How this vile wretch almighty pow'r defies ; 
His daring crimes, the blood which he has spilt. 
Demand a torment equal to his guilt : 
Then, Cyprian goddess, let thy mighty boy 
Swift to the tyrant's guilty palace fly ; 
There let him chuse his sharpest, hottest dart. 
And with his former rival wound his heart. 
And thou, my son, (the god to Hermes said) 
Snatch up thy wand^ and plume thy heels and head ; 
Dart thro' the yielding air with all thy force. 
And down to Pluto's realms direct thy course; 
There rouse ObHvion from her sable cave. 
Where dull she sits by Lethe's sluggish wave ; 
Command her to secure the sacred bound. 
Where lives Content retir'd ; and ail around 
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the deepMt gloomft of Stj^^iaQ lugliit^ 
And screen the Yirgin from the Tyrant's a^ r 
That the vain purpose of his life may tiy 
Still to explore^ what still eludes his efe. 
He spoke ; loud praises shake the bri^ tbode. 
And all applaud the justice of the God» 



THE POET; 

A RHAPSODY^ 

Of all the various lots around the ball, 
Which Fate to man distributes, absolute ; 
Avert, ye Gods ! that of the Muse's son, 
Curs'd with dire poverty ! poor hungry wretch ! 
What shall he do for life ? he cannot woric 
With manual labour : Shall those sacred hands. 
That brought the counsels of the Gods to light ; 
Shall that inspired tongue, which ev'ry Muse 
Has touch'd divine, to charm the sons of men : 
These hallowed organs ! these ! be prostitute 
To the vile service of some fool in pow'r, 
All his behests submissive to perform, 
Howe'er to him ingrateful ? Oh ! he scorns 
Th' ignoble thought ; with generous disdain. 
More eligible deeming it to starve, 
Like his fam'd ancestors renowned in verse, 
Than poorly bend to be another's slave, — 
J'hau feed and fatten in obscurity. 
— ^These are his firm resolves, which fate nor time, 
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Nor poverty can shake. Exalted high 
In garret vile he lives ; with remnants hung 
Of tapestry : But oh ! precarious state 
Of this vain transient world I all powerful time I 
What dost thou not suhdue ? See what a chasm 
Gapes wide, tremendous ! see where Saul enrag'd^ 
High on his throne^ encompassed hy his guards. 
With levell'd spear, and arm extended site, 
Ready to pierce old Jesse's valiant son, 
Spoil'd of his nose — around in tott'ring ranks^ 
On shelves pulverulent, majestick stands 
His library ; in ragged plight, and old ; 
Replete with many a load of criticism, - 
Elaborate products of the midnight toil . 
Of Belgian brains ; snatch'd from the deadly handi 
Of murderous grocer, or the careful wight. 
Who vends the plant, that glads the happy shore 
Of Indian Patomack ; which citizens 
In balmy fumes exhale, when, o'er a pot 
Of sage-inspiring coffee, they dbpose 
Of kings and crowns, and settle Europe's fate- 
Elsewhere the dome is fiU'd with various heaps 
Of old domestic lumber ; that huge chair 
Has seen six monarchs fill the British throne : 
Here a broad massy table stands, overspread 
With ink and pens, and scroll replete with rhyme : 
Chests, stools, old rasors, fractur'd jars half fuU 
Of muddy Zythum, sour and spiriuess : 
Fragments of verse, hose, sandals, utensib 
Of various fashion, and of various use. 
With friendly influence hide the sable floor. 
This is the Bard's Museum, this the fane 
To Phcebus sacred, and th^ Aonian maids : 
But oh I it stabs his hearty, that niggard fatft 
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To him in such small measure should dispense 
Her better gifts : to him ! whose gen'rous soul 
Could relish, with as fine an elegance, 
The golden joys of grandeur, and of wealth ; 
He who could tyrannize o'er menial slaves. 
Or swell beneath a coronet of state, 
Or grace a gilded chariot with a mien, 
Grand as the haughtiest Timon of them all. — 

But 'tis in vain to rave at destiny. 
Here he must rest and brook the best he can. 
To live remote from grandeur, learning, wit ; 
Immur'd amongst th' ignoble, vulgar herd 
Of 4owest intellect; whose stupid souls 
But half inform their bodies ; brains of lead 
And tongues of thunder : whose insensate breasts 
Ne'er felt the rapt'rous, soul-entrancing fire 
Of the celestial Muse ; whose savage ears 
Ne'er heard the sacred rules, nor ev'n the names. 
Of the Venusian Bard, or critic sage 
FuU-fam'd of Stagyra : Whose clamVous tongues 
Stun the tormented ear with colloquy. 
Vociferate, trivial, or impertinent ; 
Replete with boorish scandal : Yet, alas f 
This, this ! he must endure, or muse alone. 
Pensive and moping o'er the stul^bom rhyme, 
Or line imperfect — No ! the door is free, 
And calls him to evade then- deafning clang, 
By private ambulation ; — His resolv'd : 
Ofl' from his waist he throws the tatter'd gown, 
Beheld with indignation ; and unloads 
His pericranium of the weighty cap, 
With sweat and grease discolour'd : then explores 
The spacious chest, and from its hollow womb 
Draws his best robe, yet not from tincture free 
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Of age's r^y'rend russet, scant and bare ; 

Then down his meagre visage waving flows 

The shadowy perruque ; crown'd with gummy hat 

Clean brush'd ; a cane supports him. 'Hius equip'd 

He sallies forth ; swift traverses the streets, 

And seeks the lonely walk ; Hail sylvan scenes. 

Ye groves, ye vallies, ye meand'riug brooks 

Admit me to your joys, in rapt'rous phrase. 

Loud he exclaims ; while with th' inspiring Muse 

His bosom labours ; and all other thoughts, 

Pleasure and wealth, and poverty itself. 

Before her influence vanish. Rapt in thought. 

Fancy presents before his ravish'd eyes 

Distant posterity, upon his page 

With transport dwelling ; while bright learning's sons 

That ages hence must tread this earthly ball. 

Indignant seem to curse the thankless age. 

That starved such merit^ Meantime swallow'd up 

In meditation deep, he wanders on, 

Unweeting of his way. ■ But ah ! he starts f 

With sudden fright bis glaring eye-balls roll, 

Pale turn his cheeks, and shake his loosen'd joints^^ 

His cogitations vanish into air. 

Like painted bubbles, or a morning dream. 

Behold the cause ! see ! thro' the opening glade, 

With rosy visage, and abdomen grand, 

A cit, a dun !— As in Apulia's wilds, 

Or where the Thracian Hebrus rolls his wave, 

A heedless kid, disportive, roves around, 

Unheeding, till upon the hideous cave 

Of the dire wolf she treads ; half dead she views 

His bloodshot eye-balls, and his dreadful fangs. 

And swift as Eurus from the monster flies. 

So fares the trembling BanT; amas'd he tuma^ 
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Scarce by his legs upboni ; yet fieir supplies 

The place of strength ; straight home be bends hi^r 

course, 
Nor looks behind him till he safe regain 
His faithful citadel ; there spent^ fatigu'd. 
He lays him down to ease his heaving lungs. 
Quaking, and of his safety scarce convinced. 
Soon as the panick leaves his panting breast, ■ 
Down to the Muse's sacred rites he sits. 
Volumes pil'd round liim ; see ! upon his brow 
Perplex'd anxiety, and struggling thought. 
Painful as female throes : whether the Bard 
Display the deeds of heroes ; or the fall 
Of vice, in lay dramatick ; or expand 
The lyrick wing ; or in elegiac strains 
Lament the iair ; or lash the stubborn age, 
With laughing satire ; or in rural scenes 
With shepherds sport ; or rack his hard-bound brains 
For th' unexpected turn. Arachne so, 
In dusty kitchen comer, from her bowels 
Spins the fine web ; but spins with better fate 
Than the poor Bard : she ! caitiif ! spreads her snares, 
And with their aid enjoys luxurious life. 
Bloated with fat of insects, flesh'd in blood : 
He ! hard, hard ! lot ! for all his toil and care, 
And painful watchings, scarce protracts awhile 
His meagre, hungry days ! ungrateful world I 
If with his Drama he adorn the stage ; 
No worth-discerning concourse pays the charge, 
Or of the orchestra, or th' enlight'ning torch. 
He who supports the luxury and pride 
Of craving Lais ; he ! whose carnage fills 
Dogs, ea^bBs, lyons ; has not yet enough, 
Wherewith to satisfy the greedier maw 
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t)t that most ravenous^ that devoiiritig beasti 

Yclep'd a Poet. What new Halifax^ 

What Sontersi or what Dorset canst thou find^ 

Thou hungry mortal ? breaks wretch* break thy quilli 

Blot out &e studied image ; to thfe names 

Commit the Stag^rite ; leave this thahkless trade ; 

Erect some peddling stalU with trinkets stock'd, 

There earn thy daily half-pence> nor again 

Trust the false Muse : So shall the cleanly meal 

Repel intruding hunger. — =— Oh I ^tis vain, 

The friendly admonition's all in vaih ; 

The scribbhng itch has seiz'd him, he is lost 

To all advice ; and starves for standing's sake. 

Thus sung the sportful Muse^ in mirthful mood, 
Indulging gay the fr6lic vein of youth; 
But, oh ! ye Gods, avert th' impendimg stroke^ 
This luckless omen threatens ! hark ! methiaks, 
I he«r my better angel cry. Retreat^ 
Rash youth ! in time retreat ! let those poor Bards, 
Who slighted all, all ! for the flatt^rittg Muse, 
Yet curs'd with pining want,. as land-xnarkt stand. 
To warn thee from the service of th' mgrate. 



EPIGRAM FROM THE LATIK 

On two bedutfftd Siit^* wio toert irwMcd^ iSder. 

What to the faithless Ocead now is dot ! 
It giTd one VenuS) and has taken two{ 

TO£. nii x 
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TRA$f StAtlON FROM HORACE; 



BOOK 5, ODE 26. 



assB 



£RBWHfLi£» alive to lx>ve'8 alamfs, 
My breast beat high to Beauts chann^y 

I woo'd, I won the (m ; 
But now the pleasing conflict's o*er, 
My anns I qait, my lute no more 

Warbles the wanton air. 

In sea4>om Veiiusr sacred shrine. 
My lovers artillery I resign, 

Here, here, ihy levers lie ; 
Torches and sabres, bearing fate 
To many a proud opposing gate, 

Which durst access deny. 

Oh ! thou, that o'er- the Cyprian isle. 
And Memphis, ray'st thy beamy smile. 

Repressing winter's frown ; 
Oh, Goddess ! hear my sole r^quest^ 
Let youthful Chloe's haughty breast> 

For oner thy rigours own. 

HAELST. 
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RECEIPT 

To WRITE BLANK VERSE. 



Ccmsider it warrilie, read aftener than ane iB, 
Weel at ae blink slie poetri^ not taen is. 

OAWIN O0V0LA8. 



F A m'd. Aristotle long ago 'Vf 

Was at some pains, as poets know. 

To. leave them several hints that might 

fie useful when they meant to write ; 

And useful doubtless they have been. 

Since to this very day 'tis seen, 

That learned critics, o'er their bottle^ 

With rapture speak of Aristotle.-^ 

'Tis known the method that he took 
Was, not to scribble in a book 
Such rules as he himself thought best. 
Or what his fancy might suggest, 
But to con over, at his leisure. 
Such poems as had giv'n him pleasure. 

And met with gen'ral approbation i 

From men of taste and education ; 

And with a penetrating eye I 

Discern the wherefore and the why ; 
And' by what rules they had been written, 

That made the world so with them smitten : 

• ■ . . . . ' 
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And then record, in classic pages. 
The grand receipt for after ages. 

Now, gentle reader, that I may 
Be also useful in my day, 
rU leave a short receipt behind 
For all who feel themselves inclined 
By writing blank verse to obtain 
Renown and more substantial gain ; 
And lest, should I my precepts cull 
From oat the inside of my skull, 
I might a set of rules produce. 
That would be found of little use ; 
I mean to follow, if I can, 
Great Aristotle's prudent plan, 
^ And g^ve no rule, but what in fact is 

Of e^ry Bard the &ith and practice. 
Who has scrawFd blank verse since the day 
That cUd John Milton led the way. 

Good reader, if you'll but give heed. 
Two rules or three are all you need ; 
And if aright y<m but apply them, 
rU hold a groat you'll profit by them. 

Then ye^ in blamk Terse who would shine, 
And charm the world with strains divine, 
Whaterer tiioughts you have to write. 
Just 8^ them down in black and white; 
You need not take up time to dress them, 
But just as they occur express them : 
Observe to let the lines contain 
Ten syllables apiece, and then 
You have olank verse at any time, 
Altho' you cannot write in thyme. 

To make your work the more adflur'd 
As written by a Bard iiis|^d, 
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Give of sublime a proper dose^ 
And shew your poetry's not prose. 
Now, to accomplish this, you may 
Turn half the lines the other way ; , 
Reverse them, make their heads their tails, 
For that's a plan that never fails ; 
By tliis you give them at a start 
A grace beyond the reach of art^ 
Beyond all reason, prosei or rhyme, 
Incomprehensibly sublime. 

It may not be amiss to throw 
Into each twentieth line, or so, 
Some stiff old word quite out of date. 
To give a dignity and state; 
Or else some new one, piping hot. 
Just from the Greek or Latin got, 
Our heads to puszle, and oblige ut 
To think your learning most prodigious. 

Tis lUce your liiJes will not be foil 
Of harmony, to make them dull ; 
Should here and there a word however 
Read smooth by chance, if yoa be clever, 
Or, what is much thcf same you know, 
Would have the world esteem yoa so. 
You will not kt them thus remain. 
To fix upon your work a ttdn ; 
But make them, if the words permit^ 
As unharmonious as you're fit. 
Lest critic eart should be offended^ 
And all their learned praise suspended* 

Now, reader,, if you wish your name 
Recorded in the nnU of Fame, 
Engrave these precepts on jrour mind ; 
And when the wise seholttrtict find 

X3 
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That all your matchless verses shew it, 
They'll praise you for a glorious poet ; 
And charm'd beyond desciiption, pore 
And scan your numbers o'er and o'er : 
And, haply, in their lucubrations, 
May grace ypjur work with annotations ; 
To tell ttie world the mighty pleasura 
You give them by your style and measure^ 
And what a grandeur, what a spirit, 
What a rare genius you inherit ! 

JOHN HEKHAB^^ 
0LA800w> Ava, 15, 1803. 
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ODE, FROM GONGORA. 
TO THE crry of cordova. 

Hail, haughty bulwarks ! hail, uplifted towers ! 

For Majesty and prowess fom'd of old ; 
Where Betis, King of Floods, his waters pours 

O'er yellow sands, but now no longer gold — 
Delicioua plain I round which.those hiouhtains rise, 

Adom'd by heaven with peculiar charms ; 
Vale ! that exults in ever-azure slfiies. 

Alike the seat of letters and of arms. 

If, 'mid th' Alhambra's ruins, and the vale 

Which Xenily and the roaring Darro laves. 
Of thy delights the sweet remembrance fail : 

If aught but thee my anxious bosom craves ; 
Ill-meriting such rapturous delight. 

Ne'er inay I view thy tow'rs, or verdant f^ain ; 
Ne'er may agaib thy Betis meet my 'sight, 

O ! thou, my birth-place, and the pride of Spaii^f 
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HERO AND LEANDER, 

A BALLAD, FROM SCHILLE]^ 



See yonder airy turrets rise 

(5n either strand, and mock the s)cies, 

And catch the goldoi gleam of day; 
Where hoary I{eUe9po;Qtu9 ^swells^ 
As through the roc^y Dardanells 

He proudly works his foamy way. 
And mark the storm whose fury tore 
Old Asia from Europe's shore; 
Yet Love^ undfLu^ted^ d^xes to brave 
The terrors of the madd',ning wave. 

To Hero's eyes jLeander bow'df 

Her cheek with yielding blushes glow'd, 

And Cupid smil'd and bless'd the pair. 
The maid in grace with Hebe v/d. 
The youth, of all the swains the pride. 

That gayly urg'd the Sylvan war. 
But soon pareptal hate destroys 
The tender blossoms of their joys ; 
And love's soft accents cease to flow, 
And rapture yields to lonely wde.- 

'x'4 



313 

And now from Scstoii' gloomy toVr, 
That echoes to the surge's roar, 

And high o'erhangs the hri^y flood. 
The maid, m filent anguish lost. 
Surveys Abydos' shdvy coast — 

Her lov'd Leander^s sad alx>de. 
No friendly bridge, alas ! was there, 
To bear him to the weeping fair ; 
No gliding bark her eyes suney-!- 
Yet venf rous Love explores the way. 

The Cretan bower's eptaagled mase 
Daedalian art in vain shall raise ; 

Inventive Lone detects the clue t 
The monster^s savage rag0 be quells. 
The fiie-ej^ialing steer repels, 

And yokes Imn to the peaceful pl0i^^, 
Nor Styx, that nipieibld winds his way, 
The God's resistless course can stay ; 
Tho' Hell's dire forms ar6und hiiii gUde, 
Yet Love redeems tlie Tbracian bride. 



Leaoder too, wlMMtie lodks impact 
The tender griefii that rend ms heart. 

With new-bom ardour Love snj^es. 
When day-light pales its fervid ray, 
His glowing bosom cleaves the spray. 

And through the dadiing surge he hies. 
He shoots athwart the liquid plain. 
And pants the friendly shore to gain. 
Where high up6n the darksome toVr 
Thf ^aoibeaa cbeers the londy hour. 
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Now bless'd with beauty's fondest smile, 
The youth forgets his recent toil, 

And ev'ry pang he felt before : 
Love's sweet reward the hour employs ; 
He revels in celestial joys. 

For him alone reserv'd in store-— 
Till mom obtrusive 'gins to beam. 
And chase the lover's blissful dream. 
Jiard task ! her snoWy arms to leave. 
And tempt again the stormy wave 1 

Thus thrice ten tunes had Phcsbus' ray 
Unbarr'd the orient gates of day. 

And wiug'd with joy each moment flew, 
In sweetest joys of stolen love, 
As Jove himself might sigh to provef 

For ever young, and ever new ! 
Nor bliss sincere shall mortals know. 
Whose bosom scapes the ^lafts of woe ; 
Through^ill we ev^ry good attain. 
And love rewards an age of pain ! 

Bright Hesper and Aurora rise 
Alternate in the vaulted skiee» 

Nor yet perceiv'd the happy |»air 
That Autumn thinn^ the bow'r^ duuie ; 
Nor dreamt that bruBial blasts invade 

And chill, and niptbe fiiding 
But still wiUi secret jcytbey traee 
Fiach waning day's ctatnucted space ; 
And bless'd the Godi with fond deligfit. 
That longer grew eack weloome night 
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Already now had night and day 
Held o'er the world an equal sway, 

When, pensive from the castle's wall. 
The lonely maid, with anxious eye, 
Beheld the sun descend the sky. 

And haste on Thetis' lap to fall. 
Each ruder wind was hushM to sleep. 
Unruffled lay the glassy deep, 
And all its smooth expanse confess'd 
The purpled glories of the west. 

Gay shoals of wanton dolphins lide, 
Disporting on the crystal tide, 

And glkter to the setting ray ; 
While, rising from their dark abodes, 
A varied train of wat- ry Gods 

Emerge, and grace departing day. 
Nor other eyes Uian their's attest 
The story of the nightly guest ; 
And none the amorous theft reveal'd. 
For Hecate every mouth had seal'd. 

She gaz'd, and hail'd the placid flood, 
And thus addressed the guardian god. 

With accent bland and tearful eye : — 
** Propitious pow'r, canst thou beguile ? 
Shall ruin lurk in Nature^s smile ?-:- 

Ah, no ! avaont the impious lie ! 
But man shall play the traitor's part. 
And anger steel a parent's heart ; 
Yet thou art kind, an(| deign'st to prove 
The refuge of despairing, Love ! ^ 
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^' Within theee dreary walls entomb'd. 
How sad each lingering ciay had glooni'd^ 

What anguish mark'd the darkened hour ; 
Had not thy kindly wave convey'd, 
Without a bark or bridge's aid, 

The lover to the lonesome tow V ? 
Tremendous is thy deep abode. 
And dire the fury of the flood ; 
Yet Love's soft vows could still prevail. 
And courage mock the rising gale, 

** For thou, the pow^r of Love hast known. 
And bow'd before his potent throne. 

When Helle caught thy fond survey ; 
What time the golden ram convey'd 
Across thy wave .the timid maid, 

In pride of beauty's bright^t day, 
A willine captive to her charms, 
l*hou heldst her in thy eager arms, . 
And drew'st her ^neaUi the liquid plato, 
To grace and bless thy hidden reign. 

** An4 now, immortal at thy. side. 

Still blpoms the beauteoui! captured bride, 

And lists as hapless lovers wail ; 
She stills the spirit of the flood. 
And smooths the sailor's |;raQkle8S road, 

And gently swells his gliding sail ; 
Auspicious Helle I. goddess fair I 
Regard thy suppliant's tender pray'r 1 , 
Avert each <)angero( the se^ I* 
And speed Leaader's well-knoyrn way/' 
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She spoke, wheo lo ! the altered skjr 
Already told the tempest n^ : 

And mfom she iixt, with trembling hand. 
The friendly torch, whose glimrn'riog ray 
Should point the lover's stormy way. 

And guide hhn to the welcome strand. 
The suigy din still fonder grows, 
The gale with wilder fcry bfows, 
The stars forsake th' etherial doine. 
And Nature shodders at the gjfoom. 

Dun nigjkt assumes her dreary re^. 
And adds new terrors to the scene. 

And «f>f cfoud pooia ont its store ; 
The loosen d winds with fory sweq^ 
The ruflled bosom of the deep. 

And lightnings ghoe, and Ihmiden loar* 
The storm now lite the raging wave. 
Now bares old ocean'a inmost case ; 
Nor Hell's gnm jawa am^ borrovs brMthe, 
Tlian mark the jwmung gplf beneath, 

** Ah, me I" (the wretched moomer cries. 
And lifts to Heaven her stwaining eves ;) 

^ How rash the boons that mortals crave ! 
Ah, should the gods have heard my prayer. 
And should I eandsrt focUess star 

Have ur|^d him on the fidthless wave ; 
Each wary bird that haunts the flood 
Now homewards pUes its airy road ; 
Each laboring vessel speeds its way. 
And hastens to the shdt'ring bay. 
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^ And, ah ! too sure, the youth, unscar'd. 
Still dares the path so oflteu dar^d ; 

Still yields to Love's impatient sway ; 
For, as he left this conscious toVr, 
He swore by ev'ry sacred pow'r — ■ 

And death alone obstructs his way. 
And now his vig'rous arm in vain 
Repells the fury of the main ; 
He breasts in vain the dashing wave, 
And finds, alas ! a wat'ry grave* 

*' Invidious pow'r, thy placid mien 
Was meant thy fell intent to screen ; 

Not glossy mirror shone so gay. 
Thy waves in false repose were laid, 
Till, on thy smiling surface sped, 

Leander urg'd his vent'rous way ; 
And now, upon thy bosom toss'd, 
Ere half the stormy flood be crora'd, 
Thou whelm'st him in thy ruthless deep. 
And leav'st despairing love to weep !'' 

And still the storm's increasing roar 
Resounds from either rocky sh6r6, 

And each rude billow braves the sky, ' 
The oak-ribb'd bark contends in vein 
To stem the fury of the main ; 

No aid the pilot's arts supply. 
And lo ! the torch, whose wonted light ' 
So oft had cheer'd the lover's night, 
Now quench'd, withdraws its friendly njr 
And horror holds: unbounded- sway. 
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To Venos dgw the hapless fair 
Prefers the vow of soft despair. 

And calls her pitying aid divine ; 
To ev'ry Wind a victim vows, 
A wanton steer, whose stately brows 

With golden horns resplendent shine. 
Each goddess of the dark profound. 
Each poVr on high Olympus crown'd. 
The wretched suppliant assails. 
To quell the fury of the gal6s« 

** And thou, divinest Leucothe, • 
Whom oft, upon the shoreless sea, 

The storm-beat mariner implores ; 
Who oft, proptiious to his pray'r. 
Hast smooth d the wave and still'd the air,, 

O hear me from thy coral boVrs ! 
And bear my love thy sacred veil, 
Wbos^ power can sooth the angry gale. 
Each terror of the deep can charm. 
And nerve the swimmer's slackened ann/^ 



And straight the wild winds softer blow. 
And fair Aurora's ruddy glow 

Again proclaims the new-born day. 
The sea resumes it$ wonted bed, 
Each blast in still repose is laid, 

And morning smiles, and all is gay. 
Soft roll the lucid waves along, 
And gently break the rocks among; 
In playful lapse the strand explore, 
And waft a pallid corse to shore* 
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'Tis he^ who still his promise keeps^ 

Tho' wrapt in Death's cold arms he sleeps ; 

And quick the well-known form she view'd. 
Nor one sad plaint escap'd the fair. 
Nor dimm'd her eye one single tear, 

But lost in torpid woe she stood. 
And now the fatal deep she eyes. 
Now gazes on the vaulted skies ; 
And now her kindling cheeky declare 
The transient flush of wild despair. 

** Ye Gods I (she cries) I own your sway j 
Your dreaded might ye thus display I 

Nor vows nor tears shall mercy find ! 
In youth's soft prime my course is sped ; 
Yet many a flower my path, has spread. 

And sweet the lot that fate assigned. 
While living, to thy pow'r divine, 
These hands, O Venus, deck'd thy shrine ; 
Thy wilHng victim now I prove, 
The victim of almighty Love." 

She spoke, and lo ! the madd'ning fair, 
Her robes all fiutt'ring in the air, 

Plung'd headlong in the closing wave : 
The wave each hallow'd corse sustains ; 
And, rising from his deep domains. 

The God himself supplies their grave. 
And now, exulting in his prey. 
He gladsome speeds his eddying way. 
And thriftless from his urn he pours 
His clear and never-ceasing stores. 

B. BXEISrORD. 
SERLIir, JULY, 18(15. r. 
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TO MEDORA. 



Ofl ! ce«8e» my love, to doubt and fear; 

ril kiss away that stealing tear : 

No tear should dim thy azure eye. 

But the sparkling tear of joy ! 

No sigh should heave thy heavenly breast^ 

But the sigli that speaks thee blest ! 

My soal from thine no power shall sever : 

My deaiest ^rl ! FU love thee ever ! 

Yet hold, we ne^er can cease to know 

And keenly feel another's woe : 

But, when thou weep'stj^ I'll weep with thee» 

And thou wilt min^e sighs with me 1 

Thus e'en from sorrow we shall steal 

Joys the selfish never feel. 

And can I cease to love ! oh ! never : 

My soul's delight ! I'll love thee ever ! 

Ill swear, if still you doubt my truths 
By all the sanguine hopes of youth 
Which gleam amid the gloom of woe^ 
And bliss ideal still bestow ! 
By all the joys thy sex can give^ 
Of which bereft we c^lise to live ! 
By these — by these, we ne'er shall sever ; 
By diese deur hopes, Fll love thee eyer I 
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But trust not to a lover's oath : 
(Tis like the flame that lures the moth !) 
By stronger ties I'm bound to thee— 
The magic chords of Sympathy ! 
I've mark'd thy wealth of intellect, 
Thy power to feel and to reflect ; 
And can I cease to love ! oh never ! 
ril still adore — Fll love thee ever 1 

Then cease, my love, to doubt and fear ; 
Not life itself is half so dear ; 
Nor promised joys of Heav'n abo^, 
As thy pure bosom's heav'n of love ! 
To me more bright thy dewy eye 
Than sun-beams in the eastern sky ! 
'Twere worse than death from thee to sever f 
Light of my soul ! I'll love thee ever ! 

And when the tempest howls on high. 
And lightnings cleave the lurid sky ; 
Or in the more malignant storm 
Brooded by fiends in human form ; 
I'll press to mine thy beating heart. 
And never — ^never shall we part I 
My soul from thine no power can sever : 
My life, my all, I'll love thee werl 

A. a. 
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MEDITATIONS OF AN INVALID, 



DURING A LONG CONFINEBfENT. 



Enchaiv'd in solitade and woe, 
I vainly hope or vainly mourn ; 

While o'er the grave my sorrows flow, 
Of joys, that n^er must return. 

Cre while in Fancy's airy choir, 
With rapid hand I wak'd the lyre, 

To many a blithsome strain ; 
No tear had ever diihm'd mine eye, 
Mine heart had DAfer heav'd a sigh — 

Save for another^s pain; 



Ah ! cruel Memory, why renew . 

The*pangs which else might cease ? 
Why thus the fleeting shade pursue, 

Of my departed peace ? 



J 
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On beds of pain my blailed strength reclineSi 
Slave to disease, and hopeless to be free : 

For me no zephyrs blow, no moon-beam shines, 
No morning dawns, no seasons change for me. 

Farewell ! companions boon of youthful joy*- 
The song, the dance, the banquet and the bow'r 1 

Torn from the ways of mirth, e'er mirth could cloy. 
Silent I mark the slow revolving hour. 

Yet let me, with impartial eye. 

The long-lost ways of mirth review ; 
Reason, perchance, may check this sigh. 

And peace my weary soul renew. 

What are the joys for which I weep ? 

The bubbles of a day : 
The dreams of Pleasure's fev'riih sleep. 

That in their birth decay. 
Where their unhallow'd footsteps iiy, 

The virgin bloom of Virtue fades, 
Wisdom and Peace their aid deny. 

And seek Reflection's tranquil shades. 



But heedless of impending fate, 
Man wantons in imperial state ; 
High rears his head, and gazes round« 
With fancy'd joy, and fancy'd triumph crown'd : 
Bids Kiirth and Ease his nod obey-— 
Bids Thought resign her spleenful sway^— 
And rushes to the promised joys 
Of Vanity and Noise ! — 

T 2 
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See yon fiauitastic crew, 

Pletsure's ^aiTiiig steps panoe : 

Jocund they frisk on fairy ground. 

In many and many a mazy round ; 

Now retreating, now advanring, 

Joy and Lao^ter round them dancing. 

Spuming Care and mocking Sorrow, 

Bidding Reason frown to-morrow : 

Till as the flow*ry wilds they tread, 1 

Sudden — ^the bloom of Youth u fled, > 

And Age has silvered ev'ry head. J 



Age has reven*dthe spell — the (hadowj train 

Of roseate smiles is melted into air : 
Leafless the trees, and desert is the pUun, 

Scorch'd are the meads, the mountain sommit 
bare. — 
No treasured blessings crown the mental store. 

To cheer the languid moments as they nUl : 
Reason too late recall'd, avails no more. 

And fruitless, keen remorse corrodes the souL 
But who are they, with eyes of fire, 
That seize the rattling car of wild Desire ; 
And following fast as Frenzy leads 
Urge into rage the madding steeds — 
And chace o'er Danger's sultry heath, 
G uilt and her first-born — Death ? 
Hostile to ev'ry friendly care. 
The warning voice — the parents' prayer, 
lliey hurry to the brink of black Despair : 
'llien down the dreadful deep, 
Thry plunge, ten thousand times ten thousand fathom 
deep, 
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To find their woe and wail their foUy^ 
III realms of endless Melancholy — 
'Mid pangs that only sin can know ^ 
Vengeance above, and penal fires below ! 

From such delusions safe immui^d. 

In salutary grief I dwell ; 
From danger by disease secured ; 

And screened from furies in my lonely cell. 
Far hence Temptation roves. 
While Wisdom gilds these gloomy groves ; 
And Piety, with charms of holy power. 
Purges from vain Desire each suffering hour-^ 
Presenting nigh, and yet more nigh, 
'llie glories of eternity ! * 

*Why then disquieted, my soul — 

Why art thou vexed sore ? 
Hope thou in God, thine help of old. 

Thine help for evermore. 



£OfiB» 
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EPIGRAM FROM LESSING. 

A long way off — Lucinda strikes the men. 

As she draws near, 

And one sees clear, 
A long way off— one wishes her again, 

T 3 
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TO 



V 



Yes, let the miser count his gold. 
And toil and scrape to swell the heap ; 

Say, can the heart that's winter-cold, 
Of wealth the fruitful pleasures reap ? 



Say, can the soul in self that's wrapt. 
The bliss of pure enjoyment taste ? 

Ah, no ! when Feeling's chain is snapt. 
How void the heart, how drear the waste I 



Was it for this, poor creeping thing ! 

To pine within a gilded Cage, 
That Nature gave thee power to wing 

The piercing thought, and read her page ? 



Does she ne'er whisper* in thy dream, 
" The wretch who loves himself alone, 

*' Can never drink of Rapture's ftream, 
** Or conscious warm existence own I 



»* 
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The sweetest joys which wealth can give. 
To light pale Want's lack-lUstre eye, 

And aid the toil-worn Mind to live. 
Are joys which thou canst never buy ! 



Then count thy hoards of ihining gold. 
And toil and scrape to swell the heap ; 

The heart like thine that's. winter-cold. 
No fruits of wealth can ever reap I 



Oh ! give to me sweet Nature's right, 
The balm^of life, blest Liberty ; 

And the warm throb of soft delight 
That thrills the soul ofSympathy I 



Give me, oh Heav'n, the pow'r to.heal 
The wounded soul of sinking Woe; 

Give me the bosom quick to feel 
Affection's purest, warmest glow I 



Give me to share in Julia's sigh, 
And rest my head on Julia's breast; 

To chase the tear from Julia's eye : 
Then let the miser tsJie the rest I 



A. lU 
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THE HINDOO LOVERV ADDRESS, 



TO THE £V£NIV& BREEZE. 



Go, wanton breeze, to Cashmere's wavy groves* 
Whose wild and tangled haunts my fair-one loves; 
There gaily kiss each soft voluptuous flower. 
Then hasten to my Abra's secret bow'r. 
But oh ! forget not as thou fl/st along 
To steal the music of each warbler's song ; 
Then seek the shades where creeping violets spring. 
And bear their treasures on thy downy wing; 
Nor yet forget^ the bright and musky rose, 
Whose modest face with vermeil tincture glows, 
Flutt'ring around it tell thy tend'rest tale,' 
And win it from its mate the nightingale.* 
And now thy silken pinions wide expand, 
For Abra's mantling bow'r is near at hand. 
Oh ! when thou seest the maid my wishes seek,' 
With spicy whispers fan her damask cheek ; 
Pant in the ringlets of her ebon hair. 
And court the laughing Loves that frolic there; 
Breath^ on those crimson lips whose honey'd store 
The wretched Amnrath must taste no more ; 

• See Dr. Darwin*s Botanic Garden. 



3i9 

Sport on the liquid heaven of her eye, 

And o'er her neck of marble softly sigh. 

Then waft, oh waft the melody of song, 

Let some sad cadence gently steal along. 

Bid the lohe night-bird all his griefs relate, 

And tell her that he sings of Am'rath's fate ; 

Tell her, like me he mourns a faithless love. 

Like me his thoughts to vanished pleasures rove; ' 

Like me he shuns the mom's ethereal dies. 

Like me to evening's tender scene he flies. 

Go, lovely messenger, these words repeat, 

Ere this deserted heart has ceas'd to beat. 

" From these deep shades where slumb'ring silence 

reigns, 
The victim of thy perfidy complains. 
Where are thy vows, perfidious ? whither fled ? 
I'hink not to veil from Heav'n thy guilty head. 
Those broken vows are register'd on high, 
Swift to the awful throne of God they fly. 
Therein the inky page of Fate they dwell^ 
There the dark catalogue of crimes they swell. 
And hast thou then forgot that smiling hour, 
When first this bosom own'd thy beauty's pow'r ? 
When, as I gaz'd, a warm luxuriant glow 
Of thy soft cheek would tinge th' inflamed snow ? 
How seem'd with love to move thy speaking eye. 
How shiver'd through my frame thy smother'd sigh! 
Hope fondly whisper'd that thy heart was mine, 
And silence seem'd that rapture to refine. 
When summer sun-beams danc'd along the vale. 
And music trembled in each breathing gale, 
Oft would I rove where pines their shadow threw, 
Where tawny dates iUid spicy citrons grew ; 
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There in the twilig^ of Ibe curUin'd boogbi 
Where venf rcMV Nmtuze htpt a deep lepoK* 
There would bunt forth my wild iinUitoi^d la|% 
And lao^iingedioes waxfaled Abim's praiie. 
Say, did the ipringone od'roos bud diacloie. 
That Am'rath fiuFd to gsther for hb Rote ? 
IMd not the anemon/a reiplendent hoe- 
Did not the Tiolet with ^es of blae^ 
IMd not the myrtle's sweet and bloihing hce 
With studious care thy flowing tretwi grace ? 
IVhen winter chased the aznre from the sky. 
And loud rebellious whirlwinds hurried by. 
Did not the costly aloe falaie aroond. 
And vehret carpets paint the chequer'd ground ? 
Thy tissued caftan shone withTrnd dies. 
And diamonds strove to emulate thine eyes. 
Oh hours of transport ! never to return. 
Oh lamp of bliss ! that ne'er ag;un (hall bum. 
This ^pwreck'd heart has heard your parting knell. 
Long have I bade your melting dwrmsftiewelL 
Light of these eyes! art thou for ever gone? 
Are all the dimpled smiles of pleasure flown ? 
Then let the tempest rave — ^red lightning glare. 
Let loose the haggard demons of de^Mur — 
Fall, £dl ye rains! to cool this scorching breast. 
And soothe a panting soul by grief oppressed.'' 
Bat hariL ! I hear the battle's distant roar. 
Let me then haste and think of thee no more. 
See ! Honour calls ! her laurel'd wreath she shakes. 
And all my soul from Passion's dream awakes. 
False one, adieu ! to distant shores I fly. 
To snatch a wreath of Death, or Victory. 

LAURA SOPHIA TEUPLB* 



831 



THE PILLOW. 



The head that oft this Pillow preaa'd. 
That aching b^ead, is gone to rest ; 
It's little pleasures iiow no more, 
And all its mighty sorrows o'er, 
For ever in the worm's dark bed. 
For ever sleeps that humble head ! 

My friend wi^ young, the w^rld was new ; 
The world was folse, my friend was true ; 
Lowly hii lot, his birth obscure, 
His fortuqe hard, my friend was poor ; 
To wisdom he had no pretence, 
A child of 9uffering, not of sense ; 
For Nature never did impart 
A weaker head, a wanner heart. 
His fervent soul, a soul of flame. 
Consumed its frail terrestri^ frame ; 
That fire from Heaven so fiercely bum'd, 
That whence it came it soon retum'd : 
And yet, O Pillow ! yet to me. 
My gentle friend survives in thee, 
In thee, the partner of his bed,. 
In thee, the widow of the dead ! 

On Helicon's inspiring brink* 
Ere yet my ^end had leam'd to think. 
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Once as he pass'd the careless day 
Among the whispering reeds at play^ 
The Muse of Sorrow wander'd by ; 
Her pensive beauty fix'd his eye ; 
With sweet astonishment he smiled ; 
The Gipsey saw — she stole the child ; 
And soft on her ambrosial breast 
Sang the delighted babe to rest, 
Gonvey'd him to her inmost grove, 
And loved him with a mother's love. 
Awakening from his rosy nap, 
And gayly sporting on her lap, 
His wanton fingers o'er her lyre 
Twinkled like electric fire ; 
Quick and quicker as they flew, 
Sweet and sweeter tones they drew : 
Now a bolder hand he fiings. 
And dives among the deepest strings; 
Then forth the music brake like thunder ; 
Back he started, wild witli wonder I 
The Muse of Sorrow wept for joy, 
And clasp'd and kiss'd her chosen boy. 
Ah ! then no more his smiling hours 
Were spent in childhood's Eden-bowers, 
The fall from inf;yit-^nnocence, 
The fall to knowledge, drives us thence : 
O knowledge ! worthless at the price, 
Bought with the loss of Paradise ! 
As happy ignorance declin'd, 
And reason rose upon his mind, • 
Romantic hopes and fond desires 
(Sparks of the soul's immortal fires !) 
Kindled within his breast the rage 
To breathe thro* «viery future age^ 
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To clasp the flitting (hade of fame, 
To build an everlasting name, 
O'erleap the narrow vulgar span 
And live beyond the life of man ! 

Then Nature's charms his heart possessed, 
And Nature's glory fiU'd his breast : . 
The sweet Spring-morning's infant rays, 
Meridian Summer's youthful blaze, 
Maturer Autumn's evening mild, 
And hoary Winter's midnight wild. 
Awoke his eye, inspired his tongue ; 
For every scene he lov'd, he sung. 
Rude were his songs and '* silly sooth,'' 
Till boyhood blossom'd into youth : 
Then nobler themes his fancy fired. 
To bolder Bights his soul aspired ; 
And as the new-moon's opening eye 
Broadens and brightens thro' the sky^ 
From the dim streak of western light 
To the full orb that rules the night : 
Thus, gathering lustre in its race, 
And shining thro' infinite space, 
From earth to heaven his Gqnius soar'd. 
Time and eternity explored. 
And hail'd where'er its footsteps trod. 
In Nature's temple, Nature's God : 
Or pierced the human breast to scan 
The hidden Majesty of man ; 
Man's hidden weakness too descried, 
His glory, grandeur, — meanness, pride ; 
Pursued along their erring course. 
The streams of passion to ,their source ; 
Or in the mind's creation sought 
New stars of faiicyi worlds of thought! 
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Vet stiH tbro' all his strains would flow 
A tone of uncomplaining woe, 
Kind as the tear in Pity's eye, 
Soft as the slumbering infant's sigh, 
So sweetly exquisitely wild, 
It spake the Muse of Sorrow's child. 

O Pillow ! then, when light withdrew, 
To thee the fond enthusiast flew ; 
On thee, in pensive mood reclined, 
He poured his contemplative mind. 
Till o'er his eyes, with mild controul, 
Sleep like a soft enchantment stole. 
Charmed into life his airy schemes, 
And realized his waking dreams. 

Soon from those waking dreams he woke, 
The fairy spell of fancy broke ; 
In vain he breathed a soul of fire. 
Thro' ev'ry chord that strung his lyre, 
No friendly echo cheer'd his tongue. 
Amidst the wilderness he sung; 
Louder and bolder Uards were crown' d. 
Whose dissonance his music drown'd : 
The public ear, the public voice. 
Despised his song, denied his choice, 
Denied a name,— a life in death, 
Denied-^— a bubble and a breath. 

Stript of his fondest, dearest claim, 
And disinherited of fame. 
To thee, O Pillow ! thee alone. 
He made his silent anguish known ; 
His haughty spirit scom'd the bl6w, 
That laid his high ambition low ; 
Bot ah ! his k>oks assumed in vain 
A cold itieflRftble 
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While deep he cherished in his breast 
The scorpion that consum'd liis rest. 

Yet other secret griefs had he^ 
O Pillow ! only told ^to thee : 
Say, did not hopeless love intrude 
On his poor bosom's solitude ? 
Perhaps on thy soft lap reclined. 
In dreams the cruel Fair was kind, 
That he might more intensely know 
The bitterness of waking woe ? 

Whatever those pangs from me conceal'd 
To thee in midnight groans reveal'd; 
They stung remembrance to despair ; 
" A wounded spirit who can bear !" 
Meanwhile disease, with slow decay, 
Mouldered his feeble frame away ; 
And as his evening sun declined 
The shadows deepened o'er his mind. ^ 

What doubts and terrors then possess'd 
The dark dominion of his breast ! 
How did delirious fancy dwell, 
On madness, suicide, and hell ! 
There was on earth no power to save : 

' But as he shudder'd o'er the grave, 
He saw from realms of light descend 
The friend of him who has no friend. 

Religion ! Her almighty breath ^ 

Rebuked the winds and waves of death ; 
She bade the storm of frenzy cease. 
And smiled a calm and whispered peace ; 
Amidst that calm of sweet repose. 
To Heaven his gentle spirit rose. 

ALC£US. 
fHBFFXBLD. 
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SONNET. 



On reading Mr. Surr^i Poem of Ckrisfe HaepUai. 



Mt Surr, if yet thy fiaithful breast retain 
Any kind memory of a youthful friend^ 
In school-days lov'd, I shall not much offend ; 

When, in no flattering, no injurious strain, 

I tell how much I love thy honest rhymes ; 
Which to my mind so sweetly have restor'd^ 

Faint and nigh- faded images of times 

Long past ; of haunts our footsteps have explored 

So oft together ; and that happy age, 
When after Learning's pleasant labours done, 
And school-tasks ended with the setting sun, 

We trod, in puny majesty, the stage. 
In boyish tones delighting to rehearse 
Southern's (perchance) or gentler Otway's verse. 

QUONDAM CONDISCIPULUS. 
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SONNET, 

On receiving, as a posthumous memorial^ a pair of green*' 
glass spectacles f which had belonged to the author of 
" The Taskr 



Not that there needed^ venerable bard ! 

Aught more impressive than the gifted pag^-* 

To guard thy memory, or to latest age " 
Rivet the fond remembrance that I shared 
Thy friendly thought ; and thy benign regard 

Unshaken held. More could not need, meek sage! 

My life-long glow of reverence to engage^ 
Or leave thy lov'd idea unimpair'd. 
Yet precious is the relique whtcirdid shade 

Thy living temples from ' excess oMight,' 
"While Fancy round each emerald drdet play'd, 

While Genius flashed beneath the mimic night, 
And Hope, star-crested, shot a lucent ray. 
To light earth's pilgrim on his heaven-ward way. 

T. PARK* 

* The gifted page alludes to a copy of Mr. Cowper's Poems* 
received from the author. 
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SONNET 



TO EMILIA, 



BT MR. R. A. DAYEHTORT. 



" Sad is thy verse/' you cry ; " yet on thy cheeky 
The rose appears, still tearless are thine eyes: 
Thy converse gay, thy sorrow's truth denies ; 

All seems thy soul's serenity to speak.'* 
Mistaken maid ! say, must the heart that bleeds. 

Obtrusive, tell its agony aloud. 

And ask the pity of the careless crowd I 
Believe me^ no ; it silently recedes^ 

And sacred seeks within itself to close 

From the world's prying eye, its cureless woes^w 
Diffusing fragrance, many a flower imfolds. 

Fair to the summer sun, its vivid bloom: 
Yet in its bosom the fell canker holds, 

That, mining, gives it to untimely doom*. 

1797. 
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SONNET. 

TO MIRTH. 

BY MB. E. A. DAV£NPORT« 



Far from my paths, unruly Mirth, retire ! 

Bend thy light steps to Fortune's favoured trains 
There, while the gay, the thoughtless throng admire, 
• Fix thy bright throne, and rule with boundless reign. 
Be mine to stray where o'er the babbling stream 

Its pensive shade the drooping willow throws ; 
Hid from the sultry sun's intrusive beam. 

There let me weep, in silence, o'er my woes. 
And 6ft, when night involves the world in gloom, 

Nor e'en one faintly-glimmering star appears; 
Sad let me wander to his lonely tomb> 

Who never more shall Sorrow's bitter tears 

Wipe from my eyes, or charm to rest my fears» 
And bidy with honied voice, Hope's roses bloom* 

1796. 
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SONNET. 



ANTICIPATION. 



BY WM. WORDSWOBTRy XSQ. 



SaovT, for a mighty victory is won ! 
On British ground the Invaders are laid low. 
The breatli of Heaven has dnfted them like 8iiow» 

And left them lying iix the silent sun 

Never to rise again : The work is done. 
Come forth ye old men now in peaceful show. 
And greet your sons! dnmis beat, and trumpets 
blow! 

Make merry wlves^ ye little children stun 

Your Grandams' ears with pleasure of your noise U 

Clap InfiantSy clap your hands ! Divine must be 
That triumph when the very worst, the pain, 
The loss, and e'en the prospect of the slain. 

Hath something in it which the heart enjoys—* 
True glory, everlasting sanctity* 
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SONNET. ' V 

TO THE MEMORY OF SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 

BT MR. R. A. DAVEHPORT. 



When all the glories of the Muse shall fade. 

When dimmed for ever Valour's ardent flame ; 
When spotless Virtue, sunk in deepest shade^ 

No more shall swell the clarion of Fame, 
Then, not tillthen, O Sidney 1 shall thy name. 

Dear to the Muse, to Virtue, Valour dear ! 
Cease from the tender, and the brave, to claim 

The tribute due, of an approving tear ; 
Till then, thy godlike deeds, thy noble aim. 

Thy glorious death, they sighing shall revere : < 
In bright array, intrepid shall they stand. 

To guard from wrong thy memory divine : 
Nor shall a trifler's * sacrilegious hand, 

Tear the just laurels from thy hallow'd shrine* ^ 

• Horace Walpole. 
z 3 
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SONNET. 



Thy balm, oh Time ! all other anguish heab. 

But falls uDSOotliing and unfelt by me ; 
For hopeless passion loves the pang it feels. 

And shuns the peace ^^hich sorrow finds in thee. 
When from the fatal wave the tempest's breath 

Casts the poor sailor's mangled corse on shore, 
I sigh to taste with him the peace of deathr— 

That peace my heart can feel on earth no more. 
And when the bright, the cheerful, sun-beams play 

On the smooth bosom of a summer sea; 
When ev'ry scene, and ev'ry thought is gay, 

The face of Nature smiles in vain on me ; 
For he is lost, whose smile to joy could move 
That heart, which x>nly feels Despair and Love. 
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SONNET. 

BY MR. R. A. DAVENPORT. 



Ye spirits pure, \vho o'er each plant presiding, 
In secret cells their potent gums prepare ; 
Ye who chase baneful vapours from the air, 

Viewless, in legions, on the swift winds riding ; 

Ye, who through beds of ore your clear springs g\iid« 

With chymic art dissolve each atom rare ; 
And ye who make the mineral tribes your caie. 
Deep in the dark and cavem'd earth abiding ; 

mighty bauds, your friendly aid intreating, 
Trembling I bend, nor let my suit be vain ; 

Lo, from Miranda's cheek the rose is fleeting; 
Her eyes' dimm'd lustre, speaks the force of pain ; 

1 only ask — my heart with friendship beating, 

Some sovereign balm to bring fair health again. 

1797. 
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SONNET. 

raOM THE ITALIAN OF MILTON. 
Written during his Travelsm. 



A PLAIN youth. Lady! and a simple lover, 

Since of myself a last leave I must take. 

To you devoutly of my heart I make 

An humble gift, and doing this I proffer 

A heart that is intrepid, slow to waver. 

Gracious in thought, discreet, good, prompt, awake ; 

If the great eafth should to her centre shake, 

Arm'd in itself, and adamant all over; 

Not more secure from envy, chance, desire. 

And vulgar hopes and fears that vex the earth, 

Thau wedded to high valour, wit, and worth. 

To the sweet Muses, and the sounding lyre : 

Weak only will you find it in that part 

Where L*ove incurably hath fix'd his dart. 
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SONNET. 



THE MIDNIGHT REVEL. 



Hark ! how the demons of intemp 'ranee yell 

O'er yon Circean bowl, whose pols'nous fumes. 
Involving Reason's seat, to phrensy swell 

The reeling sense, and sink the soul in glooms ! 
Now frantic Mirth the grinning group illumes ; 

See how her phosphor flash each visage fires ! 
Riot unrein'd, her midnight pomp assumes. 

And roaring nonsense every tongue inspires. 
Tis done I the furious contest Nature tires ; 

Oblivious stupor steeps her closing eye ; 
Yf t oft she starts, while dreaming thirst aspires 

To catch the fancied potion passing by. 
Late mom returns. Faint Nature wakes again, 
Stung with remorse, and agonis'd with pain. 

-*'' HAyiz. 
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SONNETS^ 



ATTEMPTED IN THE MANNElt OF 

• CONTEMPORARY WRITERS/ 



SONNET I. 



PiMsiTXy at eve, on the hard world I mus'd, 

Aixl my poor heart was sad : so at the moon 

I gaz^d — and sigh'd, and sigh'd ! — for, ah ! how loom 

Eve darkens into night. Mine eye perus'd 

With tearful vacancy, the dampy grass. 

Which wept and glitter'd in the paly ray : 

And I did pause me on my lonely way, 

And mus'd me on those wretched ones, who pas& 

O^er the black heath of sorrow. But> alas! 

Most of MYSELF 1 thought : when it befell. 

That the sooth spirit of the breezy wood 

Breaih'd in mine ear — " All this is very well ; 

But much of one thing is for no thing good." 

Ah ! my poor heart's inexplicable swell ! 

NIHEMIAU HIGGINBOTTOM. 
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SONNET IL 



TO SIMPLICITY. 



O ! I do love thee, meek Simplicity ! 

For of thy lays the lulling simpleness 

Goes to my heart, and soothes each small distress^ 

Distress tho' small, yet haply great to me ! 

'Tis true, on lady Fortune's gentlest pad 

I amble on ; yet, tho' I know not why, 

So sad I am ! — but should a friend and I 

Grow cool and miffy O I I am very sad! 

And then with sonnets and with sympathy 

My dreamy bosom's mystic woes I pall ; 

Now of my false friend plaining plaintively) 

Now raving at mankind in general ; 

But whether sad or fierce, 'tis simple all. 

All very simple, meek simplicity ! 

NEHEMIAH HIGGIVBOTTOM. 
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SONNET III. 



ON A RUINED HOUSE IN A ROMANTIC OOUNTRT. 



AiTD this reft bouse is that, the which he built. 
Lamented Jack ! And here his malt he pil'd. 
Cautious in vain ! These rats that squeak so wild, , 
Squeak, not unconscious of their fathei's guilt. 
Did ye not see her gleaming thro' the glade ! 
Belike, 'twas she, the maiden all forlor d. 
What tho' she milk no cow with crumpled bom. 
Yet, ffjre, she haunts the dale where erst she stra/d : 
And, nye, beside her stalks her amorous knight ! 
Still on his thighs their wonted brogues are worn. 
And thro' those brogues, still tatter'd and betorn. 
His hindward charms gleam an unearthly white; 
As when thro' broken clouds at night's high noon . 
Peeps in fair fragments forth the full-orb'd harvest- 
moon ! 



N£H£MIAH IIIGGIM BOTTO M. 
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SONNET. 

BY MR. ANSTEY. 

TO MY OLD WIG. 

— Aliquisque malo fbit usus in illo. 

Written va the Year 1795. 



Ah, me ! full sorely doth it rend my heart, 
O Pessimus*, my vet'ran Friend, to view 

Thy time-worn front and curls of yellow hue, 
And think how soon, unpowder'd, we must part ! 

And much it grieves me, that thy brothers twain, 
Malus and PijOR (both the offspring fair 
Of OacHAR^D'sf plastic hand,) thy fate must 
share. 

Nor, graceful, wax^e their mealy locks again ! 

Yet doth my soul a secret solace find 

(Such solace as the wise and patient know. 
Who taste the blessings which from evils flow,) 

That thou, to Priapean head consign'd^ 

Shalt scare voracious crows--«iM], all unflour*d. 

Protect the grain thy hungry caul devoured. 

* Pessimus, the oldest of tke Author's three, perriwigs; to 
which he hath for some time assigned the names 'of Malv4« 
PejoRv and Pessimus. 

t Mr. Walter ORCHARD>peittke-maker, ihBath».aiid ]>atentee 
of the celebrated elastic wigs. 
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ODE 

TO THE GERMAN DRAMA, 



Daughter of Night, chaotic Queen! 

Thou fruitful source of modem plays ; 
Whose subtle plot, and tedious scene 

The monarch spurn, the robber raise- 
Bound in thy necromantic spell. 
The audience taste the joys of hell ; 
And Britain's sons indignant groan 
With pangs unfelt before at crimes before unknown. 

When first, to make the nations stare^ 

Folly her painted mask displayed, 
Schiller sublimely mad was there. 

And Kotz'bue lent his mighty aid— "^ 

Gigantic pair ! their lofty soul, 
Disdaining Reason's weak controul. 
On changeful Britain sped the blow. 
Who, thoughtless of her own, embrac'd fictitious woe, 

Aw'd by thy scowl tremendous, fly 

Fair Comedy's theatric brood ; 
light satire, wit, and harmless joy, 

And leave us dungeons, chains, and blood ; 
Swift they disperse, and with them go 
Mild Otway, sentimental Rowe, 
Congreve averts th' indignant eye. 
And Shakspeare mourns to view th' exotic prodigy. 
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Ruffians in regal mantle digLt, 

Maidens immers'd in thought profound. 
Spectres that haunt the shades of night. 

And spread a waste of ruin round : 
These form thy never-varying theme, 
While buried in thy Stygian stream. 
Religion mourns her wasted fires, ^ 

And Hymen's sacred torch low hisses and expires. 

O mildly o'er the British stage, 

Great Anarch, spread thy sable wings ; 

Not fired with all the frantic rage 

With which thou hurl'st thy darts at kings, 

(As thou in native garb art seen) 

With scattered tresses, haggard mien. 

Sepulchral chains, and hideous cry, 

By Despot arts immured in ghastly poverty. 

In specious form, dread Queen, appear. 

Let Falsehood fill the dreary waste. 
Thy democratic rant be here, 

To fire the brain, corrupt the taste. 
The fair, by vicious love misled, « 
Teach me to cherish, and to wed. 
To low-born Arrogance to bend. 
Established order spurn, and call each outcast fri«iMt» 
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TWO HEADS BETTER THAN ONE. 

A TALE. 



As Yorkshire Humphrey t'other day 
O'er London Bridge was stumping. 

He saw.with wonder and delight 
The Water-Works a pumping. 

Numps gazing stood, and, wondering how 

This grand machine was made, 
To feast his eyes, he thrust his head 

fietwixt the ballastrade. 

A sharper, prowling near the spot, 

Observes the gaping lout ; 
And soon with fish-hook finger turns 

His pocket inside out. . 

Numps feels the twitch, iaad turns around— 

The thief, with artfc^'^il^^ 
Says, " Sir, you'll presently be robb'd. 

For pick.pockets aF6 near." 

Quoth Numps, " I don't fear London thieves, 

" I'se not a simple youth ; 
" My guinea, M easterns, safe enow : 

" I've put'n in ipa mouth !" 
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<< Youll pardon me,'' the rogue replief^ 

Then modestly retires ; 
Numps re-assumes his gaping post. 

And still the works admires. 

The artful prowler takes his stiand 
With Humphrey full in viewi 

And now an infant thief drew near^ 
And each the other knew : 

When thus the elder thief began : 
" Observe that gaping lout ! 

** He has a guinea in his mouth, 
'^ And we must get it out/' 
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Leave that to me/' young Filcher saysi 
** I have a scheme quite pat : 
Only observe how neat Til queer 
*« That gaping countiy flat !" 



By this time Numps had gazed bis £11, 
Was trudging thro' the street, 

When the ypung pilferer, tripping by, 
Falls prostrate at his feet. 

" O Lord ! O 4far • my money's lost!" 

The artful urchin moans ; 
While halfjpence, falling from his hand, 

Roll jingling o'er the stones. 

The passengers now stoop to find, 

And give the boy his coin, 
And Humphrey, with this friendly band. 

Most cordially does join. ' 

▼ OL. XII. A a 
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" There is thy pence/' quoth Numps, " my bqjr, 

<< fie zure tkee hauldi 'em fafter/'— 
^' My pence!'' quoth Filch, — ** here is my pence; 
But Where's my gmmtm^ Mafter ? 



it 



'* Help, help ! good folks, for God's sake, help V^ 

Bawls out this hopeful youth ; 
'' He pick'd my guinea up just now, 

*^ And has it in hb moutii !'' 

The elder thief was lurking near^ 

Now close to Humphrey draws ; 
And, seizing by the guUe^ plucks 

The guinea from his jaws ! 

Then roars out, ^* Mailers, here's the coini 

** rii give tfa^ child his guinea ; 
*' But who'd have thought to see a thief 

** In this same country ninny ?" 

Humphrey astonish'd, thus begins, 
** <?ood Measters, hear me, pray;" 

But duteik him, duck him ! is the cry : 
At length he sneaks away. 

" And pow," quoth Numps, " I will believe 

" What often Tve heard zaid, 
^' That London thieves will steal the teeth 

" Out of a body's head !" 
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SONG 



ON THETHEEATENEP INVASION, 



BY CAPTAIN MORHICE. 



While deeds of Hell deface the world, 

And Gallia's throne in ruin lies, 
While round the earth revolt is hurl'd. 
And Discord's baneful banner flies : 
Loud shall the loyal Briton sing 
To arm t to arms ! — ^your bucklers bring. 
To shield our Country, guard our King, 
And George and England save. 

Ne'er shall the desolating woe 

That shades with horror Europe o'er. 
To us her hideous image shew. 

Or steep in blood this happy shore ; 
Firm as our rock-bound isle well stand, 
With watchful eye and iron hand. 
To wield the might of Britain's land, 
And George and England save. 

A a2 



While wide the threat'oing frenzy boms. 
And prostrate nations moom its rage, 
Sternly his eye the Briton turns 

To Edward's and to. Henry's page. 
As o'er their conquering urn he sighs. 
Touch 'd by their fame's proud fire, he cries 
Thus o'er our foes we'll ever rise. 
And George and England save. 



Oft Fancy views them on the deep. 
And turning, as their squadrons roll. 

Where great Eliza's ashes sleep, 

With triumph fills the Briton's souL 

As Drake and Raleigh catch the glance. 

Advance ! he cnes — rash fools advance ! 

The grave of Spain shall ope for France, 
And George and England save. 



What prompts these restless foes of life, 

To dare our dreaded arms again ; 
What, but the hope that party strife 

Hath broke Britannia's shield in twain } 
But know they npt, when France is near. 
The war of tongues is silent here, 
That ALL may grasp Britannia's spear, 
And George and England save. 

Ne'er in the pinch of Britain's fate, 
Shall statesmens' rival feuds be known, 

Or faction strive, with thwarting hate. 
To break the British bulwark down : 



357 

No— round the altar of our land, 
Liok'd in one soul, the British band 
Shall firm in sacred union stand, 
And George and England save. 

Tho' moral order sink to ground, 
Tho' all the virtues trodden lie, 
Tho' fury tear the nations round, 

And blood and rapine fill each eye; 
Ne'er shall the storm here turn its flight, 
While British hearts at home unite. 
To guide our thoughts, to guard our right, 
And George and England save. 

Oh, happy Isle ! wise-order'd State ! 

Well tempered work of Freedom's hand ! 
No shock of realms can touch thy fate, 

If union bind thy sea-girt land ! — 
Vainly the storms shall round thee ring, 
AVhile Britain's sons in concord sing. 
We'll shield our Country, guard our King, 
And George and England save. 



OVER THE TOMB OF ANACREON, 

BT ANTIPATOR OF SIDOK. 

Mat the fair field in purple foliage bloom, 
And wanton Ivy bind Anacreon's tomb ! 
Soft milky fountains o'er the marble play, 
And sweetest wine in beds of roses stray ; 
So shall his ashes fiill some pleasure know. 
If pleasure ever lights the shades below ! ' 

f • M» C« D* 

A aS 
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TRANSLATION 

or tie Cionu tt the Emi if the Seeamd Ast^ tk$ 

Beewhm rfEwr^Uet. 



Y. br«e«i. mOd and gende gales. 

M'h«n»4- wreath propitious fills the swellii^ sailsy 

And bids the vessel swiftly glide 

Thro' angry seas, and stem the stnbboni tide ; 

O ! whither, whither will ye bear me hence. 

To haughty power a slave, and lawle» ii»yftlCTinr ? 

Will ye, alas ! in Done lands 
Subject me to some baoghty Greek's commanda ? 
Or waft me to the fertile coast 
Of Pthia, where in wandring maxes lost, 
Apidanns poors forth his silver floods 
Thro' meads of verdant hiie| and shudowj ^i^rHSiig 
woods. 

Or must I to the isle repair. 

Sacred to Latona's care. 

Where verdant laurek and the lofty pine. 

Their friendly shades and blooming branohes joiii| 

Aoi with the youthful choir's united lays. 

Babe the chaste voice in fair Diana's pnuM. 
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For lofty Athens must I part. 
To shade the curious vest with nicest art ; 
To paint Minerva's glorious car. 
Adorn the tapestry with scenes of war, 
Or point the forked bolt with flaming rage, 
On Titans hurl'd,' that durst Heaven's awful king 
engage. 

See blazing fires from hapless Ilion rise, 

While clouds of circling smoke obscure the skies ; 

O dire distress ! why only am I left. 

Of children, parents, brethren, all bereft, 

Why thus reserv'd a prey for lawless hands, 

To drag the galling chain far hence in foreign lauds ? 



CANZONET, 

FROM ANACREON, 
BT J. HUKDIS, B. D. 



When the maid, that possesses my hearty 
Was content at my mansion to stay, 

Rapid Time was in haste to depart. 
And the moments fled laughing away. 

But now, since I see her not near, 
And to seek her is not in my power, 

Every day is as long as a year. 
Every moment as slow as an houn 

A a4 
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HANNAH. 



Sacred to the Memory of Her who is dead to me. 



At fond sixteen, my roving heart 
Was pierced by Love's delightful dart : 
Keen transport tbrobb'd in every vein— 
I never felt so sweet a pain ! 

Where circling woods embower'd the glade, 
I met the dear romantic maid : 
I stole her hand — it shrunk — but, no ! 
I would not let my captive go. 

With all the fervency of youth. 
While passion told the tale of truth, 
I marked my Hannah's downcast eye : 
^was kind, but beautifully shy. 



Not with a wanner, purer ray, 
The sun enamour'd wooes young May; 
Nor May, with softer maiden grace. 
Turns from the sun her blushing face. 
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But, swifter than the frighted dove^ 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; 
Ah ! that so bright a morn, so soon. 
Should vanish in so dark a noon ! 



The angel of afBiction rose. 
And in his train a thousand woes ; 
He pour*d his vial on my head, 
And M the heaven of rapture fled. 



Yet, in the glory of my pride,, 
I stood — and all his wrath defied ; 
I stood — though whirlwinds shook my bntiDy 
And lightnings cleft my soul in twain. 



I shunn'd my nymph ; yet knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye : 
I shunn'd her — for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope delay'd, 
Oft the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mind» 
And promised happiness behind. 

The storm blew o^er, and in my breast 
The halcyon peace rebuilt her nest; 
The storm blew o'er, and clear and mild 
The sea of youth and pleasure smiled. 
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Twas on the morning of that day. 
When Phoebus marries rosy May, 
I sought once more the charming spot. 
Where bloom'd the thorn by Hanhah's cot 

! as I cross'd the neighbouring plaini 
1 lived my wooing days again ; 

And Fancy sketched my future life. 
My home, my children, and my wife. 

1 saw the village steeple rise^- 

My soul sprang, spaHcling, in mine eyes ; 
The rural bells rang sweet and clear— 
My fond heart listened in mine ear* 

I reach'd the hamlet ;— all was gay ; 
I love a rustic holiday ! 
I met a wedding — ftept aside ; 
O, God ! my Hannah was the bride f 



-There is a grief that cannot feel ; 



It leaves a wound that will not heal ! 

My heart grew .cold — it felt not tken ! 

When fdiall it cea9€ to feel again ? 

•BtrrxBLo. 
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EPISTLE 

VROM 

LADY GRANGE TO EDWARD D , Esq. 

Written during her drnfinemaU in ike Island of Sim 

KUda. 

ARGUMENT. 

The Hint on which this Epistle is founded, ocean in Bctwett* 
Journal of a Tour to the Hebridet, 8vo. 1786, page ttt^—^ 
'* After dhiner to-day, we talked of the extraordmarj fact of 
** Lady Grange's being sent to St. Kilda, and confined there lor 
** several years without any means of relief.— The true ttonr of 
** this Lady, which happened in this century, is as frightfully 
«* romantic as if it had been the fiction of a gloomy fimcy. Sho 
«* was the wife of one of the Lords of S^sion m Scodmd, » 
« man of the first blood of his country. For some mysterkmif 
** reasons, which have never been discovered, she was seiaed 
** and carried off in the dark, she knew not by whom, and. bj 
^ nightly journeys, was conveyed to the HigUand shores, from 
** whence die was transported by sea to the remote rock of St. 
<* Kilda, where she remained, amongst ita few wiM inhabiteiiti, 
*< a forlorn prisoner, but had a constant siqtply of piQvisioiis, 
^ and a woman to wait on her. No inquiry was made after ' 
^ her, till she at last found means to convey a letter to a con* 
** fidential friend, by the daughter of a ratcchist, who concealed 
^ it in a clue of yam. Imormation being ti^ns obtsJbed at 
** Edinburgh, a ship was sent to bring her off; but intelUgenoQ 
** of this being received, she was conveyed to M'Leod'sfilaod 
« of Henries, where she died." — Such is tiie foundatijon, oit 
which the following Poem rests. The additional ckcomitaiwflt 
introduced are mere fictions of the imagination. 

Rave, ye fierce iwinds, ye angry surges^ roar^ 
Climb the rude cUfis tbat circle Hilda's shore. 
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The tempest rolls along the troubled heaths. 
The lightning glares, and yet Mjitilda breathes. 
Blasting the groves the flame-wiug'd torrents speed, 5 
Yet glide innocuous o'er this guilty head. 
Yes, I have scorn'd thy laws, in love sublime, 
And glory in th' inexpiable crime ! 
Strike, strike this tortur'd heart, this den of care, 
AikI bear me from the world,-^And from despair I 10 

And thee, dear sharer of my love and crime, 
Whatever region holds, whatever clime. 
O'er thee may Peace her downy pinions spread. 
And calm Repose her fairy visions shed ; 
May hovering Pleasure every joy refine, 15 

And shower the bliss — that never can be mine. 
Yet while my raging soul with frenzy bums, 
Still true to love, to thee she fondly turns ; 
To thee she flies, her anguish to impart. 
And breathe the sorrows of a bursting heart. SO 

The pigmy passions of a pigmy soul. 
That move at pliant Fashion's soft controul, 
jr/ Move as a prudent parent points the chase, 

^: And love or court a fortune, or a face, 

^;- Have never robb'd this feverish soul of rest; 25 

* Have never flutter'd in this glowing breast. 

No— as the mingling tides of Passion rush, 
This burning cheek receives the guilty blush ; 
L The wild emotions burst with headlong force-. 

And sweep cold Judgment in the|r swelling course; 90 

Till the calm monarch of the turbid seas, 

My Edward smiles, and all is hush'd in peace. 

While struggling pangs this tortured bosom rend, 
The bliss by Heaven denied, Despair shall lend. 
Within this lonely cell, this desert cave, 35 

Again I taste the freedom Nature gave. 
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From spleadid cares and toilsome grandeur driv'ni 

I share the sullen dignity of Heaven. 

When the gay Sun his youthful journey ran, 

Ere man had leam'd to be the slave of man, 40 

No cruel father's avaricious rage 

Bade blooming Beauty link with withering Age. 

«< Go— meet thy tott'ring husband's cold embrace^ 

** While the tear trickles down that lovely face. 

*< Go — act the loving matron's tender part, 45 

** Then dream of the fond youth who own'd thy heart 

" Though murder'd Love on every joy must steal, . 

« Go— feign the transport thou canst never feel ; 

« Go — vex the midnight couch with many a sigh, 

** For crimson folds shall shroud thy misery; 50 

** Go— yield thy soul to frenzy, — to despair, — 

*' For wealth, that cannot ease, shall gild thy care. 

** So shall no pang my parting soul annoy, 

" But thy old father's heart shall dance with joy," 

O that the hour which heard my sire's behesti ' ^5 
Had bath'd his bloody poniard in my breast ; 
Then had the traveller mark'd the grassy wave. 
As the soft breeze sung o'er my humble grave ; 
The sacred spot had heard the lover's vows, 
Whisper'd with guiltless heart at evening's close. 60 
For still, pourtray'd in Memory's colouring bright, . 
Rise the dark horrors of the bridal night : 
I see my frowning father's frenzied air. 
While the priest mumbled o'er th' unheeded prayer. 
The chamber with no nuptial splendour gay, 65 

Where a pale taper lent its doubtful ray ; 
Till crutch-borne Cosmo forc'd some accents mild, 
And seiz'd my struggling hand — and grimly smil'd. . 
My virgin vows already had been given, 
Imperial Love the priest — the witness, {leaveo. 70 
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The decoAdf rites profanM Love's sacred laws, 
And Midnight's sheeted spectres scream'd applatiS64 

^vfBB you that still'd the transport of my breast. 
And cakn'd my soul to momentary rest ; 
When wan Despair her torch wide-waving whirFd^ 75 
Andy frowning, beckon'd to another world. 
You came, alternate swa/d by love and fear, 
To bid a last farewel, and drop a tear ; 
You sooth'd the fever of my burning brain, 
For Heaven and Love were mingl'd in the strain. 80 
" Let Hope," you said, " propitious hov'ring o'er, 
^ Point your fond wishes to a happier shore : 
** My peace is fled — fled every transient gleam, 
** Epr you, Matilda, mix'd in every dream. 
*^ Yet, when my soul h£is winged her willing flight, 85 
** To bask in regions Of eternal light, 
** Hovering 1*11 pour celestial Comfort's beams, 
** To sooUi your waking cares, your midnig|it 

dreams." 
You said— -warm sorrow bath'd that manly face ; 
You clasp'd me burning in a last embrace. 90 

—The rapid sense of former joys returns ; 
Prom vein to vein the strong infection burns ; 
Love smiles triumphant, shakes his balmy wing. 
And draws with vengeful force the twanging string. 
«— We curse the stony heart, the maxims sage, $5 
And the cold frozen hand of griping age : 
With love, and hope, and grief, I sink oppressed ; 
We lov'd— and need I, need I paint the rest ? 

Ye maiden prudes, your prime of beauty past, 
Who ctirse the present hour, and lost the last ; 100 
Who long at guilty Love have proudly rail'd, 
Safe in the fortress— that was ne'er asaail'd. 
Ye gentler maids, whom Love could never ^x^ 
Who never sig^'d, but for a coach and six,** 
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Who dream of gold and scandal all the day^ ICIS 
And yield your fluttering hearts to Fashion's swayj 
Bid the fleet courser smoke beneath Uie thongs 
From street to street, impatient, scour along ; 
Then weep to hint tliat sister^s faded farae^ 
Whose heart ne'er own'd Sifaskionabk flame ;-^ 110 
And blush, ye withered maids, who once were fair^ 
To hint the pleasure — ^that ye fain would share. 

Here let me sit, while howls the iitful windy 
And paint the gaudy pleasures left behind ; 
Review the troubl'd scenes I shar'd before^ 115 

Then shield me happy in this cavern hoar ; 
Recal th^ vain turmoil of worldly life, 
And bless the hour that tore me from the strife; 

The dome expands — How gay the brilliant ring ! 
Hark ! music warbles from the trembling string. 120 
These lustre-darting diamonds glow confesti 
The plunder of the desolated East. 
How many wretches pin'd the livelong day, 
That thou might'st glitter in their kindling ray ! 
But lo ! the mighty Anka swims along; 125 

Mark how she eyes askance the vulgar throng. 
Where bright in native innocence they sit, 
Grac'd by no charms, save elegance and wit 
These low-born arts are nobler Anna's scorn- 
Vain is their beauty blooming as the mom, 130 
No pensioned lords, no rogues of high degree, 
Exalt to shame their -blameless pedigree ; 
No plundered nations curs'd their fatbet^s name, 
No fawning courtiers wriggled into fame. 
Th' untitled patriots speed with sail unfuri'd 195 
To bless with arts of peace a grateful world ; 
To bid th' enlightening heams of Science play 
On wilder^d Superstition's misty way ; 
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Tb rouse to ardent thought the slumbering mind^ 

And shed new dignity ou humau kind. 140 

Yet frown not, Anna ; malice caimot trace 

One orime like these to charge upon thy race* 

No gleam of fancy lent its ray divine/ 

To break the noble dulness of thy line } 

No spark of virtue burst the thickening gloom, 145 

To claim the patriot tear at Glory's tomb* 

— Sleep undisturbed, unmix'd with vulgar dust. 

Ye princely panders of a tyrant's Ibst. 

See Lady Grace her sbrivell'd face reveal ; 
Two sturdy footmen dangle at her heel-^ 150 

Each back might bear the cares that load a crown- 
Yet, lo ! they tremble at the slattern's frown : 
Peevish she bids the stream of malice flow, 
And manhood answer»--<-wit!i a silent bow. 

Bid the bold youth, whose heart to virtue warmy 155 
In eVry change beholds th' Almighty's arm. 
Sees haughty man, by Heaven ordain'd to reigni 
Lord of the world, and Nature's wide domain, 
O bid him mark his sovereign man^s disgrace, 
And burn with pity for th' insulted race. . 1(0 

Here proud Oppression drives her victims pak. 
To seek a western world, — or find a jail. 
Tlie icy lord beholds, with anguish wild 
The frantic mother clasp her famish'd child. 
And wrings the hard-eam'd morsel from th' opprest, 
To squander on a fiddler, or a feast. l66 

But sure th' aspiring soul by Heaven designed 
To share the transports of th' Eternal Mind ; 
The soul where knowledge, taste, and worth combine, 
To deck with every flowret Virtue's shrine ; 170 

Basks in the glow of Fortune's fostering blaze, 
And reaps the Jutrveit of undying praise. 
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Wann with the love of virtue, and of man» 
The daring youth pursues the arduous plan ; 
Starts in the race of Fortune and of Famei ITS 

And deathless praise already crowns his name. 
Yet why that faded bloom ? that altered eye ? 
Why the pale look of pining misery ? 
— Struck with unkindness, that he ill could bear. 
Stung by neglect, and stupified with care, 180 

He views his faded prospect with a sigh. 
And lays him down on Misery's couch to die ; 
Or dark Despair close fans the inward strife. 
Prompts the dark deed, and lends the murd'rous 

knife ; 
-^Or Madness marked his blasted hopes— and smil'd, 
And nurs'd the rising frenzy of her child. 186 

Is this the world that twines bright Gior/s crown ? 
Whose smile is honour, and its breath renown ? 
Proceed, if kindred wrongs can yield relief, 
And let me drink oblivion of my griefl I90 

The hardy sailors spread th' impatient sail. 
Ride the rude waves, and court the prospering gale ; 
Moon after moon their onward course they keep ; 
No trace of man appears upon the deep. 
-—But ah ! from far the whitening canvas plavs, 1^5 
And the smooth main receives the pictur'd blaze. 
•—Eager they rush, the social joy to share. 
And jovial, smooth the wrinkled brow of Care. 
Their honest souls are link'd in danger's chain, 
For every passion slumbers on the main. 200 

— Ah no ! the mimic lightnings burst away. 
And clouds of rolling smoke involve the day : 
llie thunder rolls in artificial night. 
And Nature trembles for her injured right : 
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If ark ! the masts crash : — the rifted oaks descend^.^Ofr 

And curses dire with dying groanings bleucL 

Cold Carnage sits upon the mangled piles. 

And Murder grasps the wreath of Fame, — and smiles*,. 

Far from tlie crimes and follies that I trace. 
Kind Nature holds me midst her favourite race. 210- 
— Escap'd the sever'd world by happy stealth, 
A skiff their navy, and a rock their wealth f , 
Rough as the stormy element they brave. 
Fearless they ride upon the heaving wave* 
For them the ocean rears her finny store, 215- 

And rustling legions cloud the darkening (hore : 
Pure from the rock the dimpling fountains play^ 
And wind and glitter to the orient ray ; 
Nor haughty Wealth, ¥dth proud contenqitaous uieer»- 
Nor Poverty, the child of Wealth, is here. 2S0 

When now the morning. trembles o*er the maia{» 
Brown Labour calls them to the rocky plains 



* J*ai tA dans It Taste oc^an^ ou> il devroit 6tre ai donx ft dm 
bomanes* d'en rencontrec d*autKS» deux grands Taiaaeaiiz aer 
chcrcher* se tromer, .s'attaquer, se battre avec fureur* comme a 
ccttc ospace iinmeiise eQt 6t6 trop petit poor chacun d*eiiz. Jft 
Ics ai vti voiuir Ihin centre Tantre le fer et les fiammes. Dans hb 
combat asses court j*ai vu i'image de Tenfep. J*ai entenda les crit 
dc joie des vainqueurs cou\Tir les plaintes des blesses, et lea genis- 
semens des mouraus. J*ai re9u en rougissant ma part d'on im- 
mense butin : Je Tai rt^^u, mais en dep6t ; et s'il fut pris sur dca 
nMlheureux, c*est a deit malheureux qu'il sera rendu. — Rmmem, 
La Koui^cUe Hehite, Lettre 1S2. 

t <* llie inhabitants of St. Kilda have but one boat in tiie isle» . 
*' Rud every man hath a share in it proportionabi v to the acres of 
«* ground for whidi they pay rent." Martm*t DeKriptum of the 
Western Islands of Scotland. Loudon, 1703. 

X 'Diis is not strictly true. See Martbn, p. S87. The suppon* 
tion is, howe\'en pM<ica% justifiable^ 
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With patient toil each tills his little spot. 
And Freedom pours contentment on their lot. 
O'er the steep rbck^ with straggling ivy drest, S25 
Clambering they seek the corinorant's downy nest*. 
As np the fractured Crevices they wind, 
They mark their dwindled partners far behind. 
When the sun sinking in the western deep. 
Resigns the world to night and balmy sleep, 230 

O'er the high cliff their dangerous trade they urge. 
Below, tremendous roars the boiling surge : 
As pendent from the straining cord they play, 
I mark their slow-descending form decay* 
The solan birds are hush'd in deep repose, 235- 

Fearless of danger from their hovering foes. 
The sentinel betra/d, no signals fly, 
And the death-fated squadrons gasp and die. 
Till scared, the remnant start with hollow croak. 
And wildly wheeling, mourn their plundered rock. 240 
When gathering douds the blackening sky deform,t 
And sweeping whirlwinds swell the heaving storm, 

* *< The inhabitants of St. Kilda excel all those I ever saw ii^ 
'* climbing rocks. They told me that some years ago their boat 
** was sput to pieces upon the west side of Boreray Isle; and 
<* they were forced to lay hold on a bare rock, which was steep> and 
•** above twenty fathom high : notwithstanding this difficulty, some 
* of them climbed up to the top, and from thence let down a 
** rope and plads, and so drew up all the boat's crew, though the 
** climbing this rock would seem impossible to any other except 
«* tiiemselves." M«Krtin*s Western hks, p. 993. 

t <« This little community Lath two ropes, of about twenty-four 
^^ fatirams length each, for climbing the rocks, which they do by 
•* turns ; the ropes are secured all round with cow's hides salted for 
** the use, and which preserves them frombeine cut by the edge of 
** the rocks. By the assistance of these ropes they purchase a great 
^ number of eggs and fowl.*' Afartm, p. ^93. 

" When 
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While Car at sea their soUUry skiff, - ■ • • 

The faithful xnatroos climb the shelving diff; 
With tears of love and anguish heaven implore, 24& 
To guide the labouring bark to Kilda's shore. 
Each marks her shroudless husband, p«le, ag^uot. 
Rise from the deep, and ride the driving blait. 
—The storm is hush'd : the prospering br ecies play ; 
Thej mark the whitening canvas fax away : 269 

With faithful hearts (the only wealth th^ boast). 
They hail the storm-tost nation to the coast. 
Up springs the jovial dance, the festive lay. 
And night repays the laboun of the day. 

The simple maid, whose thoughts, devoid of 0ule, 25i 
Ne'er pass'd the limits of the sea-girt isle. 
In every trouble finds a sure relief^ 
For mild Religion sooths her rising grieiL 
Does cold Disease slow waste her £ftdingUoam ? 
Hope cheers her soul« and points beyond the tombw* 260 
When lightnings flash, on vengeful pinions driven. 
She chaunts her ev'ning prayer — and trusts ia 

Heaven. 
But me — nor Heaven, nor smiling Hope can cheer; 
Wrapt in dark mists my future paths appear ; 

- When the solan geese are asleep* tbey put their head wider 
« their wings ; but one of them keeps watch, and if tibat be np> 
" prised by the fowler (which often happens), all the rest are Aen 
" easily caoght bj the neck, one after another ; but if the ccnii- 
" nel gives warning bj crying load, then all the flock make theb 
* escape/' M'otm, p. J8f . 

A more entertaining and animated account of this mode of 
fowling is to be met with in PoaloppidoM** Natural Hkitryf tf 
Norway. 

* And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb. 
And points my wishes to that tranqoil shore 
Wherethe pale spectre Cme pnisaes no more.— 

Mr$.Smilk, 
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bright to my view the scenes of childhood rise. 261 
But gnawing Conscience blasts their brilliant dyes. 
Though rob'd in bliss these halcyon pleasures spring, ] 
£ach pleasure bears a curse, each joy a sting. 
One boon from Heav'n Matilda still may crave, 
One melancholy boon — an early grave. 270 

I hop'd, when Passion lent young Fancy scope, 
(For Love will trust the syren voice of Hope), 
I fondly dream'd our path through pleasure lay, 
And Edward seem'd to guide my flowery way. 
O'er his lov'd form in speechless trance I hung, 275 
And drank the raptur'd accents of his tongue. 
'' O for some happy spot, some sheltering shade, 
*' Some solitary grove," we fondly said, 
'^ Some blissful isle, in whose enchanted bow'rs, 
** With woodbine wrought, and Summer's blooming 

flow'rs, 2^0 

'^ Love, ^fd by Liberty, might spurn controul, 
''Dart thro' the frame, and rule th' o'erfloodeii 

soul ! 
^' There no unpitying father should intrude, 
" To check the trance of Love with footstep rude ; : 
'^ No child condemned, a cold reluctant wife, Hi 
" To sink a wedded prostitute fot life ; 
^' Gay Hope should dwell in 6y'ry passing breeze, 
** And ev'ry whisp'ring riv'let lull to peace." 
Dear, lost delusions ! Truth's too fervent ray 
Strikes the bright frostwork-^-and it melts away : 290 
In Kilda's Isle I trace the fancied shore. 
But you and Innocence are mine no more. 
Oft when at night in weary trance I lie. 
And sleep hangs heavy on my wakeful eye. 
Strange visions glance athwart the deepening gldom,295 
My bleeding Edward leaves the silent tomb. 

Bb 3 
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SbiTeringy the grisly phantom glides along. 
And midnight spectres howl the funeral song : 
Cold is the tongue that stole my listening soul. 
And bade the hastening suns too swiftly roll ; 300 
JRx'd is the eye that passion taught to move^ 
With all the silent eloquence of love ; 
Pale is the cheek where bloom'd the living rose. 
From his gor'd Jbreast the purple torrent flows : 
Tyrant ! thou might^st have spar'd his guiltless head, 
'Twas I profan'd the violated bed : 306 

— Yet would I rather press these lips so cold, 
Kiss his pale cheek — his bloody corse enfold, 
Clasp the cold heart, in happier days I press'd. 
That throbb'd responsive to my heaving bread, 310 
Than proudly tread in Pleasure's flow'ry maze, 
While humbler beauties envy as they gaze. 
—Fell tyrant ! but when all in silence lies. 
Stem Conscience bids her tort'ring fiends arise, 
See on his thorny couch the murd'rer thrown — '315 
He starts — and hark ! that agonizing groan — 
In broken dreams his troubled spirits reel : 
He grimly grasps the visionary steel. 
—The restless casement flaps — bleak howls the blast — 
His troubled slumbers fly — he starts aghast — 320 
Convulsive pangs his glaring eyeballs strain — 
But all is hush'd — he turns to sleep again — 
Again the blast returns with hollow sigh — 
Again he starts — again his slumbers fly — 
List'ning he hears a cautious whisper creep ; 325 

He leaves his harden'd couch — and flies from sleep — 
Shudd'ring he grasps his sword — he fears to breathe — 
But all is silent as tlie realms of death. 

Hence, vain illusions ! fly this burning brain — 
Though Mirth must ne'er illume these eyes again, 330 
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Ixt dreams less dark my ranging soul employ. 

And let me snatch a melancholy joy. 

Whisper that Edward lives — Bring balmy rest ; 

Bring peace — fo long a stranger to my breast ; 

O could I clasp once more his angel form, 33S 

Without one sigh I'd meet th' overwhelming storm ; 

Hang on his neck — invoke th' avenging fire. 

And in an extacy of love expire. 

Lov'd youth ! if still in this dim orb you dwell. 
Accept your poor Matilda's last farewell. 340 

Receive— for Death now shakes the fatal dart> 
This last sad homage of a broken heart* 
My dying breath shall own my earliest flame. 
And my last sigh shall mix with Edward's name. 

w. E. 



'* I LOVE the Poets/' young Narcissa said: 
Quoth I, " The Poets always lov'd the Misses ;" 

'** Give me some verses then/' rejoin'd the maid • 
^* I will (said I) : — ^give me as many kisses/' 

She smil'd consent — I kiss'd the lovely maid. 
And, warm with bliss, repeat a glowing line ; 

She smil'd again, and I repeat the bliss. 
And to my first I add a second line ; 

Then said — ^The bee from sweetest flow'rets «ip8^ 
And hence so sweet the honey of the bee ; 

And lines inhal'd from those nectareous lips, 
Made of thy kisses, must be worthy thee. 

o« DTfilt. 
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STANZAS. 

BT MISS HOLFORD. 



*Ti8 noon» and the cool-breathing zephyr is fled. 
And the dew-drop no longer besprinkles the thoni | 

I fly from the sim-beam that scorches my head^ 
And sigh when I ^ink on the beauties of mom. 

For oh ! vanished mom, as I feel thee depart, 
I know that life's loveliest season is o'er ; 

Like thy shades each soft vision is quitting my heart. 
And I know that these visions shall glad it no more ! 

Yet why should I mourn ? On my opening mind 
"Thought early intruded her lessons sievere ; 

E'en in childhood I pondered the precepts unkind, 
And mingled the revels of youth with a tear f 

Sport on then, ye triflers— enjoy the gay beam. 
Nor remember the shadows of ev'ning must fidl. 

When its splendours shall perish, like yesterday's 
dream. 
And silence and night shall envelope ye all. 

For me, as the pageant glides by, I can smile. 
Since few are the pleasures Time pilfers from me. 

And Hope of its terrors my breast shall b^uile. 
As I weloune the sentence that bids me be free ! 

CIBSTim. 
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A PITIFUL BALLAD, 

OF ENQLISH DEiMTS 4^D FBeNCH YICTOIUXS. 

Showing how EngUikmen ought tQ ttand •till and nffef^ 
thetntelves to be huUtn^ t^ter the example of their 
forefathers^ 

BT THE REV. &. MANT, 



Would you liear what deeds of wonder 
Once by British Arms were done ; 

How the British Sons of Thunder 
Made the Gallic squadrons run ; 

Deeds I sing renown'd in «tory ; 

Listen, eveiy Briton's Son, 
Hark to your forefathers' glory. 

And match it; match it with your own. 

EnwAiiD * first his English Bowmen 
Pour'd upon the plains of France; 

Full twice sixty thousand Foemen 
^Gainst him rais'd the 6allic lance. 

Five to one the Frenchmen vaunted, 
To one Briton five Mounseers ;•** 

But by tliat was Edward daunted ? 
Cressj/f say ; and say, Pdctiere, 

* The Black Prince. 
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Cresty saw him ringle^handed 
Make the nimble Freuclimen fly« 

^Vith hall his troops against them banded. 
While the other half stood laughing by* 

When proudly summoned to surrender 
Poictiers saw him bpld advance. 

Hurl back defiance on the sender, 
And captive lead the Crown of France. 

Rival of Edward's fadae and power, 
Next youug Harrt * showed them sport | 

Long did Frenchmen rue the hour, 
When they met at Agincaurt. 

Tho' Dukes and Counts and Prihces mustered 
'Gainst our troops with sickness worn ; 

Tho' the vaunting Dauphin bluster'd, 
And our Harrt laugh'd to scorn; 

Soon his threats and mockery fail him. 

Soon his lofty spirit slacks, 
Nor Princes, Dukes, and Counts avail him, 

'Gainst the English battle-axe. 

Of his vaunting Nobles plenty 
Are by English force down borne ; 

But not of Englishmen twice twenty 
Perish'd on that glorious Mom. 

3ut when many an age succeeding 
Now had changed the face of iight, 

Yet still they saw our Foemen bleeding. 
And still they saw our conquering mighty 

• Henry V. 
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Danuhff thy waves b6beld and vronder^dy 
With heaps of slaughter'd Frenchmen swolo ; 

While as Ma&lb'rouoh onward thunder'd, 
Lou 18 trembled on his Throne. 

Such was of old the daring spirit 

That oar great forefathers bore ; 
Their gallant Sons the same inherit — 

This Egypt knowsy ahd Syria*9 shore. 

There Absbc&ombis triumph'd over 

Our unconquerable foe ; 
(Brave Chief ! the Bays, thy brow that cover. 

Bathed ..in thy own blood brighter show I) 

Here Smith, a second heart of lion. 
Saw Gallia's haughty Lord advance. 

Met him with fury onward hieing. 
And sent him skulking back to France. 

And now shall that thrice beaten Nation, 
Who oft at home has felt our might. 

Menace our coasts with fell invasion. 
And find us laggarts in the fight ? 

Shall her proud Lord with niin threat us, 
Nor we arise his threats to meet ? 

And shall Le on our own land beat us. 
Whom we on foreign lands have beat ? 

And shall our stately towns be shatter'd. 
Our hamlets spoil'd by this dire foe. 

By him our gathered wealth be scattei^d, 
By him our holy fanes laid low ? 
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And prey to laM^less violatiou 

^huU our lov'd wives and daughters lie ? 
And shall the dogs ofdesolation 

Roam through the land in revelry ? 

And to a Despot Tyrant bending. 

Shall we our freedom yield, and laws? 

And shall we tamely fail defending 
Alike our King's and Country's cause ? 

O ! let it not be told in story, 

That (when a fierce invader came) 

Forgetful of their fathers' glory, 
To interest dead, and dead to fame, 

Britons by sordid fear disbanded, 
Or stupid with indifference lay. 

Saw unprepared their Foemen landed, 
And fell disjoined an easy prey I 

Nay rather let the bloody quarrel, 

WhicTi threats our Realm with overthrow, 

Crown us with wreaths of fresher laurel, 
With fouler rout o'erwhelm the foe. 

Then onward, onward to the battle ! 

Hark the shrill-voiced clarion9 call ! 
Hark the drum's loud thunders rattle ! 

Rise, -ye Britons, oke and all ! 

Now let the vaunting Foe invade us : — 
Thus prepared, our word shall be, 

^* With God and our good arms to aid us, 
United Britons will be free/* 



381 



EXPERIENCE TO THE POET. 



BT MliS HOLFORl). 



Why idly, shepherd, through the live-long day, 
In thriftless song thy youthful leisure waste ? 

The busy world now beckons thee away ; 
Oh ! quit thy dream, of solid joys to taste. 

Nor vainly liberal of life's golden prime. 

Give to the thankless Muse thy swiftly-fleeting time! 

Say, will thy Muse, 'mid Fancy's radiant beams. 
On age and want her airy favours shed. 

Lull thee with hopes, and flatter thee with dreams, 
And bind her laurels round thy drooping head. 

Bless with bright visions thy declining hour^ 

And on thy closing ears her heavenly accents pour^' 

And will she, should neglect thy bosom rend. 
From thy dim eye forbid the tear to flow. 

Teach thee unmoy'd to meet each alieQ friend, 
Or bid thee smile on memory's hoarded woe ? 

Will air-built castles yield thy homeless form 

Rest from perturbing cares, and shelter from tlm 
storm? 
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IIow wilt thou bear, when Folly's ideot smile 
Shall coldly mark thee for the vulgar scorn, 

And sneering, thank indulgient heaven the while 
That genius beam'd »ot on bis natal tnomi 

But worldly thrift a glimmering light supplied. 

He haird the taper's gleam, and took it for his guide i 

Whilst thou, poor bard, the Muse's luckless child, 

In evil hour a dazzling track pursued, 
AVhich steerd thy wandering course thro' rq;ion8 wild^ 

Where never Prudence led her pigmy brood ; 
Where never toil uptore the verdant sod. 
To seek man's goldien prize — his earth-extracted god I. 

There, seldom fortune's summer-breathing gale 
Fans the young impulse with auspicious wing^ 

But Poverty uprears her visage pale, 

And checks, with icy grasp, the bosom spring, 

Blasts the fair promise of youth's vernal hour. 

Arrests the vital sap, and nips each opening flower f 

Ah ! many a name does dark oblivion claim. 
Once cherish'd names, to faithless Genius dear ! 

Ah ! many a bard, too late the boast of fame, 
Press'd with cold limbs an unattended bier. 

And felt uumark'd, Hope's treacherous hectic die,. 

And breath'd, where none could hear, his last unecho'd 
sigh! 

Thus vainly, Otway, did thy numbers flow I 

Thus idly swell'd thy unavailing song ! 
Ah ! did thy Muse immortal aid bestow. 

When Famine's fever parch'd thy tuneful tongue^ 
When man, thy brother, from thy suppliant eye,, 
Regardless turn'd away, and let a Poet die t 
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Oh ! why eaeh throbbing sense to anguish wake f 
Why on the bard fix Fate's tremendous seal. 

And bid him suffer, for the Muse's sake, 

Such pangs as common souls ne'er dar'd to feel f 

"Why must the touch of Sorrow's venom'd dart. 

Thro' every fine-strong nerve run quivering to hi» 
heart ! 

Oh Chatterton I bow gay thy mom arose f 
Bright on thy youth celestial Genius smil'd. 

But Poverty thy heart's warm current froze, 
And Misery clasp'd thee, her devoted child ;. 

Urg'd, while thy lips the poison'd chalice drain'd, 

And on thy wasting form each lurid eye-ball stram'd: 

Yet from thy breast tho' each (slit form* was fled,^ 
Pride held her state in thy unconquer'd sou) — 
** What ! shall I, bending low my laurel'd head« 
. From affluence beg a slowly yielded dole. 
From Pity's boon life's poor support obtain. 
Or drag its weary load in Flattery's helot train' l*' 

Oh ! ever following in the Muse's rear. 
Of perish'd hopes a spectre band is seen ! 

There, Melancholy drops the frequent tear, 
There, Memory raves of jpys that once have been. 

There, keenrey'd Want assails with famish'd cry— 

Who clanks the sounding chain ? 'Tis wild Insanity. 
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ORPHEUS^ 



FROM THE SPAIOSH OF QUEVEDa 



\Then Orpheus lost his wife^ 
As th* ancient stories tell, 

He sought her in the proper. place. 
For he went down to Hell. 



They say that he went singing. 

And 1 believe the thing, 
For since he was a widower 

Pure joy would make him sing. 

He mov'd rocks, stones, and mountains, 

His harmony was such, 
But had his song been bad, he would 

Have mov'pl them just as much. 



The damn'd forgot their torments 

When he his tale began, 
For no one could complain who saw 

So mad a married man. 
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Bat tho* his voice persuaded 

The God to his intent, 
When Pluto gave him back his wife 

It was for punUhment. 

Yet even then, in pity. 
Two laws old Pluto made ; 

To take his wife, and. not look back— • 
Both hard to be obe/d. 

Then Orpheus, the foremost. 
Went up from that abode ; 

For women always lead the way. 
When we go down that road : 

I know not if, on purpose, 
He wisely turned his sight ; 

But, if Hwas chance, he lost his wife ; 
And so, by chance, was right. 

Full happy is the husband 
From wedlock once set free ! 

But he, who twice escapes so welly 
A lucky man is he ! 



EPIGRAM FROM LESSING, 

Cltstill, the physician, is now volunteer: 
Hell take no more deaths on his conscience, that's 
clear. 
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SWITZERLAND. 

AXCIENT AXB MODCBlf: 
A POEBfL 

TO THE DUCHESS OT DSTOVSHimX. 
Part L AXCIEST SWIQEBLAHIX 



ARGUMENT. 



InTocatsoD— Fouidatioa of SwiM TVrrilnM ilnwJil tt M>Mirt»t| 
— ^f unt of Uri and StaufKhcr of Scliwila — Arnold's Appeal — 
Soieorn OMh — ^Apostrophe to the Genius. of Switseiiuid — ^Wil» 
liam Tell — Ch^iels erected to !■■ Battlci of Mofguten and 
Sempacb— Amoikd too Winkebcid— Ghnrcli^^ard of si James— 
Batrie of Mofit— Kwrahlwhment of the Liberties of SwitieriaikL 

FoRLORK and friendless, shall the Patriot Band, 
Unmoum'dy unpitied, kiss the Tyrant's hand ? 
Shall Man on Man inflict th' avenging rod, 
And mock with chains the image of his God I 
Shall not a sigh be heard around the grave 
Where sleep the manes of the Patriot brave ? 
No solemn requiem sung, no tear be shed,^ 
To gem the turf where rests his bonour'd head f 
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Shall pawV the form of hall's own fiend assume^ 
And Man, subjectod^ hail, th' oppressive doom f 
While light and lifot toxd arms and nerves remain^ 
Shall Man» submissive, hug the galling chain ? 
Those blessings which kind HeaVn and Nature yield; 
Mountain or valky fair, or yellow field ; 
The gently->-windiiig stream, the secret grove^ 
Where blushing Maids first heave the sigh of love; 
O'er these shall tyranny usurp the sway, 
And Man receive her mandates and obey t 

Spirits that swell'd the bosoms of our sires ! 
That kindled in their breasts the patriot fires f 
Strung their bold sinews ; bound them in one band^ 
And bade them chase Oppression from the land i 
Spirits, inspire us with their great design ! 
Light in our hearts the patriot fiame divine ! 
Shake off our sloth, and from inglorious ease 
Awake and rouse our minds, to deeds like these! 
Fatigu'd and feint, with many a care opprest. 
Her garment blood-stained, and deep scarr'd her breasft 
Lo ! wbere that faded form moves on with pain^ 
Scarce able to support the weight of chain I 
Freedom, I know thy step, in wood or dale^ ^ 
Helvetic hill, or thymy-scented vale> 
On Alpine mountains 'midst eternal snow } 
Or on the lofty Glacier's frowning brow ; 
There where the Staubach's headlong, mad careefi 
Wild, foaming, furious, chills the soul with fear} 
Or where the rushing Aar with equal force 
Thro* Hash's valley rolls its stormy course ; 
Gay-smiling banks and fiower-enamel'd plains ! 
Where Echo answer'd none but joyous strains ; 
Content with tranquil eye and smiling atr. 
And Health with cheek of ruddy hue were thereu * 

c c j^ 
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Love lighted in those shades no lawless flame. 

And Want and Luxury were but known by name ; 

Youth, led by Mirth, the hours in dance begbilf^ 

While Age, on Peace reeling, looked on and siimI'4 ; 

Beligion there in robes of spotless white, 

Pure as the snow that crowns yon Alpine bcdf^ ; 

Onward with step undeviating, even 

Pursued, and pointed out the way to Heaven. 

Where are ye now, dear tenants of ttie grove. 

Content, and Health, and Innocence and Loive; 

The joyous laugh, the jest, the jocnnd tale. 

The dance that clos'd each evening in the vale. 

The air oft pla/d, the ditty often sung. 

While children to their sires half-frighten'd clong-« 

Gone, all are gone, and o'er the silent plains 

Stern Despotism ravages and reigns. 

Yet still, oh Fre^om, on this sadden'd soene^ 

Where once thy form commanding all was seeOt 

Still on this soil which once thy inflnence. sway'd. 

While from thy frown Oppression shrunk dismay'di 

Still upon Sempach's field, on Laupen's plain. 

Thy lingering steps, oh Liberty, remain ! 

Still fondly clinging to thy native home, * 

Thy feet from Switzerland forget to roam* 

Yet ere thy form for ever quit the land. 

Ere Gallic fetters load the patriot band. 

Ere all bow down beneath the Despot's sway, 

And Switzerland a foreign Pow'r obey— 

Let me again her hills, her dales explore— 

Listen again to the Tesino's roar, 

Rush with the Chamois up yon fearful steep. 

Or on some Alpine height sit down and weep 

Here as I climb St. Gothard, faint and slow^ 

I see the Keuss irregularly flow. 
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View all tb^ scene deserted, rear and wild. 
Rocks upon rocks, in dread confusion piFd ; 
Torrents that roar adown the mountain's side. 
And tempests that deface the valley's pride, -^ 
Glaciers that tow'rlng mock the solar ray, 
And woods that scarce admit a doubtful day* 
Onward, ascending still, my footsteps find 
Nature in all her charms, bewitching, kind ; 
The sinuous stream meandering through the grove, 
The vale that echoes to the tale of love—* 
Still upward let me bend my toilsome way, 
To where the Convent's walls invite my stay. 
There, as the sacred organ's solemn tone 
Peals the loud note to Heaven's eternal throne^ 
There, as beneatji my feet Helvetia lays, 
Mem'ry shall fondly turn to happier days, 
Deeds long atchiev d, and scenes long past revive. 
And bid again Helvetia's heroes live* 

Cradle of Freedom ! plac'd 'midst storms and snows, 
On thee the Patriot's eye shall first repose ! 
Thee shall the Patriot's swelling bosom hail, 
Dearer than Peneus' stream, or Tempe's vale— 
There' where the stream reflects yon mountain's brow. 
As on it rdlls majestically slow ; 
There, on its banks, I see the Patriot Band * 
Indignant view the subjugated land. 
Glow with immortal Freedom's brightest flame. 
And dare to emulate the Spartan name. 
Oh, dear to memory is the glorious day. 
When first the soul was warm'd by Freedom's ray, 

* The founders of Helvetic Freedom, Waiter Font, of Uri | 
Werner de Stauffacher, of Schwitz; Arnold iKkhthal, of Undei* 
wald i and William Tell. 

c e S 



390 

When first the Patriot stood with awful frowa^ 

And made the tyrant tremble on his throne. . 

E'en now, beneath the oak's o*erspreading bougii,, 

I bear the four repeat the solemn vow. 

Resolve to drive Oppression from the plain. 

And on the Oppressor's hea4 to breaJc the clanking 

chain. 
Drain'd was the sparkling bowl, the bfinner'd hall 
Rang with the minstrel's notes at Pleasure's call. 
Soft was the strain, as with his magic art 
To love he tun'd the strings, and tpuch'd the heart ; 
But arms o'er love prevail'd, as spou the lyre 
Glow'd with the flame of war, the battle's fire. 
He sang of glorious nances ; of warriors bold ; 
Of contests fierce, of deeds achiev'd of old ; 
Of Sparta's Chief, who with his little band, 
Dar'd the proud Persian's mightiest force -withstand. 
" No more!"— 'Twas Ai^nold's * voice — ^his eye-. 

balls glar'd. 
Tremendous ^is the avenging arm he bar'd. 
** Still i|i the lap of Indolence supine, 
^' Shall we to shameful ease our lives resign ? 
** Still shall we see Helvetia's rifled charms, 

And bid her clasp the spoiler to her arms ? 

Where are the souls that swell'd the mighty brave, 

Heroes that died, their country^s rights to save ? 

For ever lost is all their patriot flame f 
** And do we know fair Freedom but by name ? 

* Arnold, of Slelchlhal, a native of Underwalden, was one of 
the Heroes of Switzerland, who, on the 7lh of November, 1307, 
first raised the Standard of Libert^*, and engaged their fellow- 
countrymen to tluM olF the yoke of Austria. — Melchtlial had 
particular cause ot TOtred against Gysler, or Gmler, the Governor 
of the country, wlio had ordered his father's eyes to be piUtoat<— 
( Dictionnairt de la i>uissc — Article Underwalden.) 
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" See tow'riiig oVr our beads the mountain's heigbt, 
** And shall we draw no lesson from the sight ? 
** Will not those rugged rocks strong holds afford, 
^ Whilst frofn their sides we dig the patriot sword ?— 
" Too long th* accursed yoke has galFd our breast, 
*** Too long Helvetia's energies represt, — 
" Man and his sword ! — to arms !— no stop !— no 

pause ! 
** He nobly dies, who dies in Freedom's cause !'' 
*' Man and his swor^ !" — the hall resounds ! — " to 

arms !"— 
The patriot flame each gallant bosom warms ^ 
** Freedom or death !" — Lo, Arnold points his hand. 
To where a pair bow'd down with sorrow stand. 
" See ye that form, enfeebled, weak, and old ; 
** Those silver locks ! — those sightless orbs behold ! 
** Behold that Female's cheek of sickly hue ! — 
** There once the roses bloom'd, the lilly grew ! — 
** Be the fell tyrant curs'd ! — He falls — ^lie bleed*— 
** These, Oh Helvetia's sons, are Grisler's deeds!" 
Revenge! revenge! from ev'ry voice resounds ; 
Revenge ! revenge ! the vaulted roof rebounds : 
** These are his deeds : — Oh venerable sire ! 
** Could not those aged locks disarm his ire ? 
•* Must she too fall ? — Oh fairest of the fair ! 
** Dear were those hours we past — no woe — no care— 
** On Reuss's banks how oft have we reclined, 
** And sung our careless ditties to the wind : 
^' How often up the mountain have we sprung • 
** Then light of heart, and innocent and young ! 
** We wonder'd,* as we wept o'er tales of grief. 

And thought it strange that man should want relief ; 
And doubted still, that swains could faithless prove. 
Forget their faith, and violate their love ; 

cc 4 
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4 Then clinging closer to our native home, 

** Vow'd ne'er mid^t scenes and swains like these im 

roam. 
** Oh short-liv'd dream of bliss ! too soon Hwas past ; 
Too soon with clouds the day was overcast ;— ^ 
The Tyrant met the Maid on Altorflf's plains, 
And fev'rish lust rank rampant swell'd his veins. 
All that the tempter could, like him of old, 
Satan, that luring offers gems and gold. 
He tried ; to mine her innocence and truth. 
And blast the blooming roses of her youth : 
Oh wrongs yet unreveng'd I in vain he tried. 
His proffer'd gifts she scom'd, his suit denied* 
What followed ? Still with undiminish'd pow'r 
Mem'ry, with freshest tints presents that hour, 
** That fatal hour, when all the fiends of hell 
** Resistless ruled, and truth and virtue fell. 

Almighty Pow'rs of Heav'n, your lightnings slept. 
When Age implor'd, and Beauty waU'd and wept ! 
Bare now th' avenging arm, all-righteous God ! 
Launch all thy thunders ! high uplift the rod ! 
Tremendous on thy throne in anger stand. 
And let thy voice be heard, and shake the land. 
Lord of all pow'r and might, thy aid we crave, 
Ob, from the Oppressor's grasp thy suffering people 

save ! / 

Quick let me end the horror-moving tale. 
The tyrant 8ei2'd her in the fatal vale. 
She shriek'd, she wept, she scap'd, she fled, she 

flew. 
Around yon aged sire her arms she threw ; 
In vain ! the tyrant's steps her path pursue. 
Ck^uld age the wretch led on by lust repel } 
Beneath the well-aim'd blow my father fall, 
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'' He fell, nor ever more beheld the lights 

^* DooinM by the tyrant's will to live deprived of 

sight. 
** Arms and revenge ! this scourging sword I bare, 
*^ Freedom or death ! this. solemn oath we swear." 
** We swejir" — each voice repeats the patriot vow. 
Brandished each blade, and menacing each brow. 

Genius of Switzerland ! whose form sublime, 
Tow'rs on St. Gothard's height o'er every clime ! 
Who from thy ice-bound plains, and Alpine throne, 
On prostrate realms and nations canst look down ! 
Thou, whose aspiring head, uplifted high, 
Bursts through the clouds, and seems to touch tne sky. 
Who strik'st the mountain with the Prophet's wand. 
And streams obedient burst at thy command; 
Genius who oft art seen midst storms that sweep 
The lowly vale or shake the lofty steep. 
Who rend'st the vast glacier with horrid might. 
And hurl'st it headlong from St. Gothard's height. 
Genius of Switzerland, thy aid afford, 

In all thy terrors rush upon the foe, 
Wield for thy injur'd sons thy two-edg'd sword. 

Lift high thy sinewy arm, strike hard th' avenging 
blow. 
'Tis done,-— the tyrant welters on the plain. 
He falls, by Tell's unerring arrow slain. 
Oh dear to Freedom is that sacred name. 
And dear that hand that took so sure an aim ; 
And dear those little chapels that recall 
Thy great revenge, and mark the tyrant's fall *• 

* I believe few of my readers are acquainted with any of the 
cyeats of Wm. Tell's life after he shot the tyrant Gysler, or of the 
inanim of his death. The Schacher, a moontoio stxeaniy which mshet 

tempestaouslj 
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Harfcy on the bocom of the breeze, what note 
Deep solemn swells f what pealing anthems float ? 
There Gratitiule, with itnee low bending, prajs. 
Pours oat her thanks ; her annoal tribute pajs; 
Twas on that spot the shaft was wing'd so true, 
^was there the Patriot Tell the Zwin^rr slew. 
And there Helvetia's gratefiil children bend. 
And bid their thankful notes to Heaven ascend. 
I mark the lowly vale, the humble ^M>t 
Where the great Patriot reared his little cot — 
I see bis ofbpring to his bosom prest, 
I hear the groan that shakes his manly breast; 
I hear his pray'r, to shield the boy from harm^ 
Gbard hislov'd life, and guide a fiitber^s arm. 
What scenes of glory burst upon the eye! 
What hosts of Heroes move! What banners fly! 
See Austria humbled on Morgarten's plain. 
And Freedom there her earliestlaureb gain— 
The're Sempach's field I tread withlobk elate. 
Where A &s o l d bared his breast, and braved his fatef ; 
Whilst Freedom, hanging o'er her favourite child, 
Blest the immortal deed, and wept and smiled. 

trmpestiionsljthroagh the town of BurgUt had overfloMre'S its banks 
toon after Tell had shot the Governor, and occasioned much d»* 
mage. Tell wished to have prevented thb misfortune^ but the stream 
overtook him as he was exerting himaelf for his neighbours, and he 
was drowned. 

t hi the year 1386, the fiamous battle of Sem^ach was won by 
500 confederates, against Leopold, Duke of Austria, and the flower 
of his army. Arnold Von Winkelreid, of Underwalden (how wor- 
thy of the great name of one of the founders of Swiss freedom !) 
broke the phalanx of the Austrian army ; opposing himself to their 
R>ear^ and, by seizing as many as he could grasp, made an opening 
lor his troops ; thus willingly devoting himself to death, that h# 
might tecdie Uie victory to his brave countrymen* 



395 

Behold again the Patriot Standards rise ! 
3ehold again defeated Austria flies ! 
Soon 'twas thy lot, oh faithless France, to f^el 
Helvetia's potent arm and patriot steel : 
O'er thy inglorious conquest blush and tell 
Before the little band what thousands fell ! 
What greater honours crown'd the conquer'd brave, 
Who 'midst their fathers ashes dug a glorious grave ^! 
Still from the earth shall frighten'd Peace be driven f 
Still shall she wing her weary way tp Heaven ? 
Shall the Burgundian Chief thy laurels stain ^ 
Behold his myriads crowd the tented plain. 
JLo ! from yon height in warlike garb array'd, 
AVith plumy crest, descends th' immortal maid ! 
She bares her arms, with blood of Austria dyed,] 
She lifts the spear that humbled Gallia's pride ; 
ground her standard flocks the patriot band. 
She bids the bugle blow — she gives the bold command, 
Oh, Switzerland, against th' insulting horde 
Rouse all thy host, once more unsheatb the sword I 
Blaze all thy patriot firesr-direct the blow ! 
Rush to the fight — drive back the haughty foe ! 

• In the year 1444, Charles the Seventh permitted the Dauphm 
his son to march to the assistance of the Duke of Austria. Sixteen 
hundred Swiss, from the two camps occupied in the siege of Zurich, 
and Fransberg, fell, on the :26th August, near the village of Brat« 
tclen, upon the advanced guard of the French army of 8,000 men» 
and defeated it. Another corps Mas soon alter routed. Blinded 
by these advantages, and accustomed to believe themselves invin-> 
•cible upon Swiss ground, this handful of Swiss, crossed the torrent 
of the Birs, and advanced into the plain. But soon surrounded by 
the French battalions, part cut off in their retreat, and the rest 
forced into the church-yard of St. James, by the fire of the French 
artillery*, they perished, almost all, after a desperate conflict. The 
few that saved themselves by retreat were accounted infamous* 
The loss of the conquerors wa^ estimated at 6,000 men. 
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See upon Morat's plain, insatiate War 
Whirls with unpitj^ing speed his blood-drench'd car. 
Whilst rav'nbg vultures perch upon his head. 
Impatient for their prey and eager for the dead. 
What numbers pour upon the patriot band 4 
How fierce the fight ! how firm the patriots stand ! 
Freedom, 'tis thine— the foe 'recoil — they fly— . 
Raise the loud note of joy — wave Vict'r/s bamext 
high. 
What laurels now Helvetia's brow adorn ! 
What prospects open of a brighter mom ! 
Sheath'd is the sword, hung up the sptsar and ilrield» 
The warrior hastens to his native field. 
I see, with happy hearts, the village throng 
Welcome the hero home with dance and song ; 
The aged sire forgets his crutch's care. 
The faithful wives their smiling ofi&priug bear ; 
The maid with blushing cheek and flutrring breast, 
Longs to her lover's bosom to be prest. 
His fearful tale I hear the warrior tell, 
How long the battle rag'd, what numbers fell ; 
Fell by his arm — while pleas'd yet pain'd the bride. 
Smiles through her tears, and swells with honest pride; 
And all the children hang on every word. 
View with surprize and awe the parent's sword. 
Half fear to see it from its scabbard leap. 
Then to their mother's bosom close and closer creep. 
Where War and Slavery ravag'd once the plain. 
With tempered sway, now Peace and Freedom reign— 
With tempered sway, that no rude passion knows, 
But with one constant equal ardour glows. 
Thus have I seen some fertile valley through 
The gentle stream its sinuous way pursue | 
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No torrents rushing dovm with fearAil force. 
Disturb its peaceful breast and tranquil course ; 
But on it flows, unruffled and serene. 
Clear at the sky that in its waves is seen. 

Oh weUy Helvetia, hast thou earned thy fame ; 
And well hast thou deserv'd thy envied name ! 
Free, not licentious — satisfied, tho' poor, 
Ambition vainly tries thy steps to lure ; 
What, tho' beneath thy Alpine mountains lay 
Inviting fields that boast a warmer ray, 
A slothful race, whom no proud feelings movet ' 

Strangers to freedom, and their country's love, * 
Yet still no lust of conquest swells thy veins. 
Or tempts thy footsteps from their native plaint i 
Dear, native plains ! how often have I stray'd. 
Or stretchM my limbs beneath your linden's shade, 
Seen wars in ev'iy realm, on ev'ry side. 
Destroy the shepherd's hope, the monarch's pride; 
Whilst thou, Helvetia, from thy throne of snow 
Unhurt hast heard the tempests roar below ; 
And as the storm with fiercer rage has roll'd. 
Hast clasp'd and clung to Peace with closer fold. 
Yet in the train of peace no eye shall view 
Luxury with palsied hand and pallid hue; 
Nor Lust, with fev'rish pulse and swelling vein. 
Nor Indolence that drags her limbs with pain; 
But Industry, uprising with the day. 
And HealUi, that greets the earliest solar ray; 
And calm Contentment with her sober mien. 
That smiles upon the board and blesses all the tcene I 
The sun that streaks with gold Heav'n's eastern face^ 
Assembles all the peasant's happy race ; 
Lowly to Heav'n the grateful father bends. 
From ev'ry voice the Uiankful note ascends ; 
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And even the babe, as with the breast it plays^ 
Lisps, tho' it knows not why, its pray'r and prsds€« 
The frugal breakfiaLSt ended, to the plains 
They speed with willing.hearts and jocund strainSf 
And from the Sire^ as some lov'd song piocee^i 
Loud echo'd from the hiU, o'er all the meads, 
They turn the swathe and give it tathe wind* 
Or in the sheaf the yellow harvest bind ; 
Or train the vine, or carefully display 
Its ripening fruit to catch the solar ray ; 
Or, when its boughs, scarce able to support 
Tlie purple clusters, seem relief to court; 
With wilUng baads, the loaded tree despoil^ 
Whilst many a vintage song rewards the toil ; 
Then for his fair one from the spreading leaves, - 
A gay and guiltless crown the shepherd: weaves ; 
And as the pendant boughs the pair conceal. 
He dares at length his passion to reveal : 
The wliile, her downcast eye and blushing cheeky 
An equal passion, equal pleasure speak.-^ 
The labourer homeward hies — the sun declines ; 
His last rays faintly gild the waving pines ; 
The mefry pipe is heard — the sports are seen ; 
The gambols rude, tlie dances on the green; 
While undemeatli the limes, the homely board. 
With fruits and creams is plentifully stor'd. 
Nor less the pleasures of this happy race, 
When Winter's angry storm the fields deface,— 
Then clinging closer to their native cot, 
Tiie humble tenants bless their tranquil lot : 
Press to the chearful fire whilst tempests roll, 
And hear, unmov'd, the blast around them howl— 

The tale begins — 
Of the poor wand'rer by the night surprised, 
Whose path the snow fast falling has disguis'd ; 



399 

Who onward slowly moves with fearful feet ; 

Scarce daring to advance, nor daring to retreat ; 

Chill'd by the driving snow ; more chiU'd by dready 

He fears to find a grave at every tread ;— 

Around the waste he throws his anxious eye. 

And sees no welcome shade nor shelter nigh ; 

No busy hum of men his bosom cheers ; 

No distant watch-dog's bark delights his ears ; 

All things seem dead ; he only left behind 

The last survivor of the human kind. 

Then Mem'ry's torturing pow'r his bosom rends, 

He thinks of home, of family and friends— 

Of home, which he may never more behold; 

Of wife, he never more may to his bosom fold i -^ 

Of children climbing to her Is^ to dry. 

Or kiss the swelling tear that fills her eye ; 

Anon, too, Fancy paints them at the door. 

Eager to see if yet the storm be o'er; 

Around tlieir listening mother close they stand, 

Strain'd every eye ; stretch'd out each little hand } ' 

Whilst by each little tongue is ask'd in vain. 

When naughty Father will return again ? 

Rack'd by the scene, in agony'of grief, 

He groans a pray'r to HeaVn for quick relief; 

Then onward o'er the wild and snow-clad waste. 

By desperation driv'n, his footsteps hast^— 

His pray'r is heard ! Beneath the mountain's crest 

He sees, whilst rapt'rous transports fill his breast—^ 

He sees the curling cottage smoke arise. 

And to the door, secure of welcome, files f 

There, by th' enliv'ning blaze, the tempests roar. 

Black blasts, and driving snows are felt no more* 

There, too, the maiden home her swain invites, 

For love, tunidst these scenes in truth delights, 
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jfc 11 I'-.'v-'iT : .lies seek disguise, 

u. hix^ >:.- -.i r.g from the parents' eyes, 
i .If. : .--'t* -J:' approving parents smile, 
:u .fe'.':' u >-sp*ct and fear no guile ; 
'ii. ir .1". -.■■-•*"=^ flame well pleased they view 
-^ ^¥ : niac vouth and scenes of love renew. 



EPITAPH, 

:S MBS. GROVE. OF LrTCHnELD CLOSE; 

* -•»»» by ktr hvsband William Grove, Esq, and in- 
.%.riJtd un an elegant Monument erected in the beaU" 
ijiu Cathedral of Litchfield. 

Jcii£F, Love, and Gratitude, devote this stone 
a .ler, whose virtues blest a husband's life ; 
Wien late in Duty's sphere she mildly shone^ 
.1* :'neu(i, as sister, daughter, mother, wife, 

u Jq» bright mom of beauty, joy, and wealth, 
n»&iiiou8 Palsy near his victim drew ; 
jum2 d irom her youthful hands the cup of health| 
x^u rv;uud her limbs his numbing fetters threw. 

>^iw Alter year her Chriftian firmness strove, 

• J -'itxli the rising sigh, the tear repress; 
VN^a vbich soft smiles the fears of anxious love, 
ajw HeAven's correcting hand in silence bless. 

*'^iuj^ :ry'd her faith, and thus prepared her heart 
' ")« ^vkiuL call at length th' Almighty gave : 
>;ii ^^Aid — resigned to linger, or depart — 
?u«k 4 iMi meek head, and sunk into the grave. 
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VERSES, 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE JOSEPH BROWNE^ 

OF LOTHEBSDALE, 

ONB OF THE PEOPLS ^ALLBD QUAXBftSy 

Who had suffered a long confinement in the Castle of 
York, and loss of dll hu worldly propertjf for consci* 
ence" sake. 



" Spirit, leave thine house of clay 9 
Lingering Dust, resign thy breath i 
Spirit, cast thy chains away ; 
Dust, be thou dissolved in death V^ 

Thus thy Guardian Angel spoke, 
As he watch'd thy dying bed ; 
As the bonds of life he broke. 
And the ransom'd Captive fled. 

" Prisoner, long detain^ below; 
Prisoner, now with freedom blest ; 
Welcome from a world of woe, 
Welcome to a land of rest V* 

TOL. III. B d 
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Thus thy Gaardian Angel sang. 
As beJbore thy soul on high ; 
While with Hallelujahs rang 
All the region of tbp lig^. 



-Ye that -iBOiini^i fother^s loss. 



Ye that weep a Friend no more ! 
Call to mind the Christian cross, 
Whidi your^riend, your Father bore. 



Grief, and penury, and pain ^ 
Still attended on his way, 
And Oppreffion's scourge and chain. 
More unmerciful than they. 



Yet while travelling in distress, 
(Twas the eldest curse of Sin) 
Thro' the world's waste wildemoss. 
He had paradise within. 



And along that vale of tears, 
Which his humble footsteps trod. 
Still a shining path appears. 
Where the mourner walk'd with God 



Till his Master, from above, 
When the promised hour was come. 
Sent the chariot of his love 
To convey the wanderer home* 



Aiti^. '.tmmk/jrSJim. t^^j.M . . i'»^ X 



403 

Saw ye not the wheels of fire, 
And the steeds that cleft the wind ? 
Saw ye not his soul aspire, 
When his mantle dropp'd behind ? 

Ye that caught it as it fell. 
Bind that mantle round your breast; 
So in you his meekness dwells 
So on you his spirit rest ! 

Yet, rejoicing in his lot, 

Still shall Memory love to weep 

O'er the ^nerable spot. 

Where his dear cold relicks sleep. 

Grave ! the guardian of his dust, 
Grave ! the treasury of the skies, t 
Every atom of thy trust 
Rests in hope again to rise. 



Hark I — the judgment-trumpet calls, 
'^ Soul, re-build thine house of clay: 
Immortality thy walls, 
And Eternity thy day !" 

▲ LCJEUSi 

SHEFFXXLDf 1805. 
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STANZAS. 



How gloomy this castle, that frowns o'er the 
What a dreaiy and desolate scene !— 

But ah ! 'tis a scene that is charming to me. 
For here my Beloved has been. 



And methinks on these shores I could Unger all day^ 

Regardless of Winter's bleak wind : 
For amid the dark prospect and wearisome wmj 

His image would start to my mind. 

Perhaps he has trod in the path I now tread. 

Dejectedly musing alone : 
And haply for me a fond tear he has shed. 

When he thought on the days that are gone. 

O days of illusion ! why fled ye so fast ? 

Ye were like to sweet dreams that beguile ; 
For Love threw a veil o'er the future and past. 

And Reflection was silent the while. 
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O days of illusion ! still dear to my heart, 
Your remembrance I faithfully keep ; 

What tho' at the light of conviction I start, 
Tho' I wake from my visidn and weep ! 

And did my Beloved e'er sorrow for me ? 

Did he sigh to behold me again, 
When he wander'd alone on the banks of the sea. 

Or ascended yon mountainous plain ? 

Ah yes ! 'mid these scenes I was dear to his heart, 
Nor could absence my image remove ; 

Nor could chilling Indifference her torpor impart^ 
While Solitude smil'd upon Love. 

But, alas ! to fine cities he hastened away, 

And Indifference awaited him there. 
For soon he could seek the abodes of the gay, 

And could gaze with delight on the fair. 

Ah beautiful ladies, I envy your lot ! 

Ye are near him ! Ye hear his sweet voice ! 
He dwells on your graces, while I am forgot, 

And, while I am sad, ye rejoice ! 

But wherefore did Jealousy whisper that thought ? 

For he values not beauty alone ; 
Nor. forgets the fond heart, with pure tenderness 
fraught. 

That Sympathy binds to his own. 

Dd 3 
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And. toon to tb6 Yiilk of the south I shall go. 

And ril search if I cannot descry 
Whero he dwellii 'mid those fanes, in the vallies below. 

That glitter so bright in the sky. 

For 'twill soothe my sad bosom to think he is near. 
Though I never should see him agaio ; 

And there, while I wander, I'll check ev'ry tear^ 
Nor evrn to Echo complain. 

Yet to /AmAr on the blessings that might have been 
mine ; 

>— Ah I even now the tear starts to my eye : 
tt fnilsi a fbnd trihute, on Sympathy's shrine. 

With Hope's trembling, last-lingering sigh. 

And no nmre will 1 weakly repine at my state, 
Nor tast tVoiu me the gpods that are given ; 

But seek for Contentment, whatever my iiate, 
And bow to tlie mandates of Heaven ! 

N. s. s. L. 



Htlft. ' .->■■". "JW ? 



EPUi R AAL 

S^VTAHl^Kn^ wlw> n^Vr thro* sickness kept hw bed, 
1V^ up hi;s kiUH^kot: — doloful, dismal sight! 

*— -No^ \\\^\ he t^x^mblrs for an aching headr 

Bwl cUmo«x>M* IVuxs the Neighbours may affright ! 
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ODE TO THE SKY-LABK. 



Sweetest warfoler of the skies^ 
Soon as morning's purple dyes 
O'er the eastern mountaiiis ftoai, 
Waken'd by thy meny note. 
Thro' the fields of yellow corn^ 
That Mersey's winding banks adom^ 
O'er green meads I gaily pass^ 
And lightly brusb the dewy grass. 

I love to hear thy matin lay, 
And warbling wild notes die away ; 
I love to mark thy upward flight, 
And see thee leflen from my sight : 
Then, ended thy sweet madrigal. 
Sudden swift I see thee fall. 
With wearied wing, and beating breast, 
Kear thy chirping youngliagi' nest* 

Ah ! who that hears thee carol freo 
Those jocund notes of liberty. 
And sees thee independent soar, 
With gladsome wing, the blue sky o'eVf 
In wiry cage would thee restrain^ 
To pant for liberty in vain ; 

D d 4 
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And 8ee thee 'gainst thy prison grate 
Thj7 little wings ibdignant beat^ 
And peck and flutter round and round 
Thy narrow, lonely, hated hound; . 
And yet not ope thy prison door. 
To give thee liberty once more. 

None ! none ! but he whose vicious ey^ 
The channs of Nature can't enjoy ; 
Who doses those sweet hours away^ 
iJVhen thou begin'st thy merry lay; 
And *cause his lasy limbs refuse 
To tread the meadow's morning dews. 
And there thy early wild notes hear. 
He keeps thee lonely prisoner. 
Not such am I» sweet warbler ; no. 
For should thy strains as sweetly flow. 
As sweetly flow, as gaily sound, 
Within thy prison's wiry bound, 
As when thou soar'st with lovers' pride. 
And pour*st thy wild notes far and wide. 
Yet still deprived of every scene. 
The vellow lawn, the meadow green. 
The kawthom bush besprent with dew. 
The skvev lake, the mountain blue. 
Not halt the channs thou'dst have for me. 
As ranging wide at liberty* 

WILUAX SXTT9K. 
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LOVE AND MADNESS. 



O^ER tbe moor a Lady fair 

Took her way so sadly, 
Her face was pale, and loose her hair, 

Sweet she sung, tho' madly : 

" I had a lover once, believe me. 
His blue eyes shone so mildly. 

He's gone, and can I chuse but grieve me ? 
He's lost,— rl wander wildly. 

Stranger, do not look on me ; 

What would you discover ? 
I had a serpent sister ; she 

It was who stole my lover. 

Stranger, do not weep for me, 

I am past complaining ; 
The struggle that you think you see^ 

Is pride, my iove disdaining. 

But this struggle will not last. 

Not beyond to-morrow ; 
Life's idle hour I pass so fast, 

I leave behind my sorrow. ' 



410 

Farewel, stranger, now farewel. 

Here I cannot ponder, 
Hark ! I hear the warning bell, 

Death is waiting yonder. 

In dim perspective see, oh ! see, 

His shadowy figure bending, 
0*er a small sp«^. Meant for me. 

Round pale ghosts attending.'' 

Sudden she turn'd, her wounded mind 

With wilder phrenzy firing, 
-*' Farewel*' lingered on the windy 

My soul with grief inspiring. 

Sweet Maniac ! I do not know, 

Tho' sad th^ lot and dreary. 
If happier stiU thou art not so, 

Thau of reaaoaing sorrows weary. 

KOSA. 



LINES, 

Ok presenting the Hon, Mrs. Bosctrxen with St, Frangois 
de Sales' Introduction to a devout lAfe. 

Well try*d in every charity of life. 

Sister and Friend, the Mother and the Wife ; 

Kinti to the Poor, and pious to thy God, 

The ^Yorld's vast wild unerring thou hast trod : 

In such n calaxv thv Virtues shine. 

The Saint's /€rii;rii*rf life is rcalix'd in thine, 

s. 
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PARAPHRASE 

Q9 THE CELEBRATED PASSAGE, 

'^ Si tibi mncta eohors^ £Le. 



Attend this truth — no sires can meanness grace. 
No birth, tho' mean, whom worth exalts, debase: 
But is thy mind to noblest deeds inspired ? 
In Virtue's cause is all thy bosom fired ? 
Does Misery seek, nor seek in vain, thy gate ? 
Are pleading tears a privilege from state ? 
Steadfast in right, and constant to thy trust, 
And chaste in word, in deed severely just ; 
Such if you a^'e, a lineage find, or make, 
I'll love you by whatever name you take ; 
Your actions just, no matter what beside, 
I love an honest man in Hicks * or Byde, 

But thou, so lost to worth, so damn'd to fame. 
Whom Boroughs, doubly-brib'd, yet blush to name ; 
Whose looser lewdness frights the wond'ring stew, 
Whom vanquish'd bawds with new-felt horror view ; 
Say you, what folly leads to boast thy race. 
And call up sires to prove you yet more base ; 

* Eichst put for any vulgar name. 
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Those sires who once a tott'ring state upheld. 
Whom France, then humbler, ne'er unaw'd beheld ; 
Say — do such deeds as these belong to you ? 
The honest Muse shall give e'en thee thy due. 
*Tis thine the foremost of the jockey throng. 
To crack the whip, or twist the knotted thong ; 
With rushing wheels the gathering dust to raise, 
Whilst Ladies nod, and envying Coxcombs gaze ; 
By skilful lies to shun a pressing debt, 
Or, favouring odds, to catch a lucky bet. 

In Edward's days, while fashion yet was young, 
E'er the throng'd streets with rattling chariots rung ; 
E'er dice, all-levelling, urg'd the midnight guilt, 
Hoyle yet unborn, and Brookes's yet unbuilt ; 
There was a thing on earth calFd virtuous pride. 
Would different ranks, by due degrees, divide ; 
No elbowing black-legs could a court disgrace, 
No haughty Warwicks bow'd to thieves in lace. 
Hail to these days when stronger reason shines, 
And every rank in one great circle joins ! 
Where wealth attain'd may break the bars of pride. 
And cards combine whom envied ranks divide. 



EPIGRAM. 



When gay Lord Edward, in a lively freak 

Kiss'd ancient Margaret — for the dame was kind- 
He found, although the rose had left her cheek, 
The thorn upon her chin remain'd behind. 

J. L. 
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THE NEGRO INCANTATION. 



ARGUMENT. 



In the year 1760, a very formidable insurrection of the Jamaica 
Negroes took place. — ^This was instigated by the professors of a 
•pecies of incantation, known among the blacks by the name of 
Obi. The Obi, says Mr. £dwards, is usually composed of a 
farrago of materials, viz. blood, feathers, parrots' beaks, dogs' 
teeth, alligators' teeth, broken bottles, grave-dirt, rum, and 
egg-shells. By the proper mixture and application of these 
materials, the Negroes imagine they can efte^ate the de- 
struction of their enemies. The account of the above-mentioned 
circumstances, contained in Edwards's History of the West Indies* 
gave birth to the following Ode : 

Hail ! y€ sacred horrors hail ! 

Which brooding o'er this lonely vale, 

Swell the heart, impearl the eye, 

And raise the rapt soul to the sky. 

Hail ! spirits of the swarthy dead, 

Who, flitting thro' the dreary shade, 

To rouse your soqs to vengeance fell. 

Nightly raise the troublous yell ! 
Hail ! Minister of 111, whose iron poVr 

Pervades resistless earth, and sea, and air, 
Shed all thy influence on this solemn hour, 

W]^en we with magic rites the white man's doom 
prepare. 



^ ?» . 
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Thus Congo spake, ^^ what time the mooD, 

" Riding in her highest noon !" 

Now beam'd upon the sable crowd, 

Now vanished in the tbickeoing cloud. 

Twas silence all — with frantic look, 

His spells the hoary wizard took : 

Bending o'er tlie quiv'riog flame, 

Convulsion shook his giant frame. 
Close and more close the shuddering captives throng. 

With breath repressed, and straining eye, they 
wait — 
When midst the plantaine bursts the awful song. 

The words of mystic might, that seal their tyrants' 
fate. 

Uaste ! the magic shreds prepare — 

Thus the white man's corse we tear. 

Lo ! feathers from the raven's plume, 

That croaks our proud Oppressor's doom. 

Now to aid the potent spell. 

Crush we next the brittle shell — 

Fearful omen to the foe, 

Look ! the blanched bones we throw. 
From mouldering graves we -stole tips ballow'd earth. 

Which, mix'd with blood, winds up the mystic 
charm ; 
Wide yawns the grave for all of northern birth. 

And soon shall smoke with blood «ach sable war- 
rior's arm. 

Hark ! the pealing thunders roll, 
Grateful to the troubled soul. 
See I the gleitmy lightnings play, 
Xo point you to your destin'd prey. 
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Hence ! with silent foot and slow, 

And sudden strike the deadly blow : 

Your foes, the palmy shade beneath, 

Lie lock'd in sleep — 'their sleep is death ! 
Go ! let the memory of the smarting ihong 

Outplead the pity that would prompt to save : 
Go ! let the Oppressor's contumelious wrong, 

Twice nerve the hero's arm, and make tb£ coward 
brave. 

W. SilEPJIERD. 



IE winding waters passing clear. 
That gurgling thro' the wild brake roam, 

O bear, in pity, bear .this tear 

To fkithkss Strephon's peaoeful home. 

How oft, beneath this alder's shade, 
At rising morn and sinking day, 

Ere I forsake these arms, he said. 
This wand'ring stream shall die away. 

And thou, sweet Echo, deign to hear ; 

Awake, dear sylph, and bear thy part ; 
Convey the sigh to Strephon's ear, 

Tliat bursts his Emma's bleeding heart. 

Tell him that heart where he presides. 
Next setting sun shall beat no more, 

The stream that by his cottage glides. 
Shall leave me lifeless at his door. 

3L785. 
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VERSES. 

Written in the Year 1783, 

ON THE WINDOW OF THE GEORGE INN, LITCHFIELD, 

BT THl LATE R£V. W. B. STEVENS, 

Of Rqnmt, Derbyshire, 



Fair City ! lift, with conscious glory crown'd, 
The spiry honours of thy Mercian state ! 

"NYhile liistory bids her ancient trump resound 

How * War, in wrath, unbarr'd Uiy blood-stain'd 
gate. 

Not that the praise of ancientry alone 
Is thine, fair city ! great thro' every age ! 

War's scythed car, yon toQir&cl^ of stone. 
Bow to the splendours of thy lettered page. 

Here Johnson fashion'd his elaborate style. 

And Truth, well-pleas'd, the moral work surveyed; 

And, o'er her Darling's cradle wont to smile, 
Thalia with her Garrick fondly play'd. 

* This city was twice besieged ; first in the civil wars between 
the houses of York and Lancaster, and once in those of Charles 
the First. 

t The Cathedral. 
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And here, the flower of, England's virgin train, 
Boast of our isle, Litchfield's peculiar pride, 

Here Seward caught the dew-drops for her strain 
From Grief and Fancy's ilitermingled tide. 

Exult, fair City ! — and indulge the praise, 

A grateful stranger to thy glory pays ! 



EPITAPH, 

On Hannahf wife of the Rev, Richard George Rohinfon, 

of Litchfield, 

BY AKKA SEWARD. 

£rc ten short months had run their swift career. 
Three lovely sisters press th* untimely bier ! 
Last of the fallen blossoms ! grieVd I pay, 
At thy pure shrine, this tributary lay. 

If ever dwelt with mortal woman's mind 
Angelic worth, from Sin's dark stains refin'd, 
O ! gentle Hannah ! in thy beauteous frame, 
From heaven to earth the soft perfedion came. 

Unhappy Husband ! who art doomed to mourn 
Thy lamp of joy extinguished in her urn, 
May thy torn breast congenial meekness prove ! 
O ! live to emulate thy sainted love ! 
So shalt thou, passing a few patient years* 
With pious Hope illume thy falling tears ; 
And when thy clay this sacred dust shall join, - 
Be ever hrrs, who transiently was thine I 

VOL. III. £ e 
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VERSES 

fVrhten by Miss Anna Seward in ihe Uank Lctfcrt (^ 
Her OTcn Forms , presented by her to IVilliam New* 
ton, Sat he of a Village upon TidesweU Moor^ near 
Monsaldale, in tie Peak. 



Tnon gentle Bard, on whose internal sight 
Genius has pour'd her many-colour'd light ; 
With whom the loveliest of the Virtues dwell. 
And wave their halcyon plumes around thy cell, 
Tho' wayward Fortune has not deign'd to throw 
One gaudy trophy on thy pensive brow, 
With conscious dignity thy free-born soul 
Disdains to court her insolent controul ; 
And tho' proud Fame no sunny glance has shed 
On the low roof that screens thy modest head. 
The same exalted spirit scorns to wail 
Her echoes silent in thy lonely vale. 

Yet, while one votary of the Muses blames 
Th' unjust neglect of the capricious dames. 
Still may she stimulate that noble pride, 
Which rather seeks in humblest roof to hide 
The shining gifts that lavish Genius gave, 
Than, courting Fortune's smile, commence her slaTe; 
Than climb Parnassus' steep and thorny ways, 
And drop the rose of Peace to grasp the bays. 
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Tfay quiet haunts Reflection loves to trace 
Thro' walks of savage, or of smiling, grace ; 
And pleas'd she finds the scenes, that gave thee birth^ 
Types of thy lot, thy talents, and thy worth. 

As conscious Memory, with reverted glance. 
Roves o'er the wild and mountainous expanse. 
Her faithful traces to my sight restore 
The long, long tracts of Tideswell's naked Moor ; 
Stretch'd on vast hills, that far and near prevail. 
Bleak, stony, bare, monotonous, and pale. 
Wide o'er the waste, in noon-tide's sultry rays. 
The frequent lime-kiln darts her umber'd blaze; 
Her suffocating smoke incessant breathes. 
And shrouds the sun in blacik convolving wreath^ ; 
And here, with pallid ashes heap'd around, 
Oft sinks the mine, and blots the dreary ground. 
In vain warm Spring demands her robe of green, 
No sheltering hedge-rows vivify the scene ; 
O'er its grey breast no undulating trees 
With lavish foliage court the lively breeze ; 
But from the Moor the rude stone walls disjoin, 
With angle sharp, and long unvaried line, 
The cheerless field, — where slowly wapdering feed 
The lonely cow, and melancholy steed, 
Expos'd abide the summer's ardent breath, 
And wintry storm that yells along the heath. 

At length benigner mountains meet the eyes ; 
Their shrubby heights in rounder grace ariie ; 
And, from the first steep summit, pleased I throw 
My eager glances on the depths below, 
As sinks abrupt the sylvan Monsaldale 
From the swart sun-beam and the howling gale« 

Behold in front the lucid river spread 
His bankless waters o'er the sunny mead ; 

£ e2 
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As of his broad and sheety shallows proirdy 

Shine the clear mirror of the passing cloud : 

Then to,tlie left along the valley glide, 

With smooth meander, and with narrower tide, 

Tliro' banks, where thick the spreading alders grow^ 

And deep calm waves reBect their pendent boagh. 

Refreshing sweets the breathing hay-cocks yield, 

That richly tuft the long and narrow field, 

As gently to the right it curves away 

Round the green cliffs with scatter'd nnt-trees gay ; 

Cliffs, whose smooth breast, above the silver stream^ 

Swdls to the sun, and yellows in his beam, 

Mhile on tb* opposing shore dwarf foliage bides, 

Sombrous, and soft, the mountain's lofty sides. 

And tlirows its latest fringe upon the flood. 

That laves the concave of the pensile wood ; 

Till down the rocks, rude, broken, mossy, steep. 

In parted tides the foaming waters leap ; 

Then thro' the mazes of the rambling dale 

With silent lapse they flow, or rush with tunefiil waH.- 

The self. taught Edwin, in his lowly state, 
Feels this sweet glen an emblem of his fate ; 
For as it glows with beauty rich and rare, 
Xe^r heathy hills, unsightly, bleak, and bare. 
So, *midst unlettered hinds as nide as those. 
He, pensive minstrel of ihe mountains, rose ; 
WIk\ liko devoted Chatterton, was bom 
In Nature's triumph, and in Fortune's scorn; 
With kindred talents^ and an happier mind, 
Bv l^rxidtnce guardtnl, as by Taste refin'd ; 
Whom Industry pn^scrves from woes severe. 
Which ill the noble spirit knows to bear; 
5na\t>s fit>m those pains that Wealth's mean sons deride^ 
IVpeudcal hopeS) and heart-corroding pride. 
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When, for wish'd amity, and ow^d respect, 

It meets the chilling air of base neglect ; 

The stingy Patron's contumelious aid ; 

The taunt of Envy, studious to upbraid ; 

Those thousand ills, by which the Great are prone 

To crush the talents that eclipse their own. 

Be thine the blessings, Edwin, that reward 
Ev^n manuahlabour to th' enlightened bajd ! 
Energic health, and, in rare union join'd, 
The melting heart, and philosophic mind ; 
Genius is thine — before her solar state, 
O jfly, ye Inists of inauspicious fate ! 
Hers is the flood of cloudless day, that shows 
The charms that Nature, and that Art bestows ; 
And she has given thee wealth, that shames the toys ' 
Which Fortune grants, and Vanity enjoys ; 
The toys of groveling souls, empower'd to seize 
On the soft splendors of luxurious ease ; 
Whom yet with scorn discerning eyes behold 
Pleas' d with life's tinsef, reckless of her gold ; 
Gold richer far than India's mine affords, 
Th' internal wealth of intellectual hoards ; 
Which buy, disdaining Fortune's bounded plain. 
Creative Mind's illimitable reign. 

O ! if in that wide range my Muse's powers 
May lure thy tarrience in her cypress bowers, 
Should'st thou perceive that genuine sweets belong 
To the pale flowrets of her pensive song, 
The thought, that they have sooth'd thy toils, shall 

dwell 
Warm with the bosom joys that Fame's bright meed 

excel. 
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BALLAD, 

In the Stifle of Mr. Crac^M Song, " Staion Cliff$.^ 

BT AWA SEWABD. 



From tfiy waves, stormy Lannow^ I fly, 
Fn)in the rocks that are la<«h'd by their tide ; 
From the maid, whose cold bosom relentless as they^ 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her pride ! 
Yet lonely and rude as the scene, 
Her smile to that scene could impart 
A charm that might rival the bloom of the vale i— • 
But away thou fond dream of my heart ! 
To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adieu \ 

Now the blasts of the Winter come on, 

And the waters grow dark as they rise ; 

But 'tis well ! — they resemble the sullen disdaio 

That has lour'd in those insolent eyes. 

Sincere were the sighs it repress'd, 

But they rose in the days that are flown I—* 

Ah, Nymph ! unrelenting and cold as thou artj 

My spirit is proud as thy own. 

To thy rock8> stormy Lannow^ adieu ! 
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Lo ! the wings of the sea fowl are spread, 

To escape the rough storm by their flight! 

And these caves will afford thein a gloomy retreat 

From the winds and the billows of night ! 

Like them, to the home of my youth, 

Like them, to its shades 1 retire ; — 

Receive me, and shield my vex'd spirit, ye grovsi, 

From the storms of insulted desire ! 

From thy waves, rocky Lannow, I fly ! 



EPITAPH 

On Eliza JoneSf Wife of the Rev. John Jones, 

BT ANNA SEWARD. 

O ! PURE of spirit, that hast soar'd away 

To thy congenial realms of cloudless day, 

Eliza, Angel 1 thou wilt hover near. 

And teach his soul thy wounding loss to bear. 

Who sorrowing saw thy cypress garland wove 

Ere Time had dimm*d one hue of life or love. 

Then o'er the darkness gathered round his head 

Thy care the light of pious hope will shed ; 

That shews the harbour bright Religion forms 

For the heart wreck'd by Griefs' overwhelming storms* 

So shall that heart, from hopeless anguish free. 

Teach thy lov'd children to resemble thee ; 

And when, in future years, they pious turn 

The moisten'd eye of duty on this urn, 

Here shall its consecrated tablet prove 

Their Mother's virtue^ and their Father's love* 

s e 4 

I 



424 



VERSES 

On the sudden Death of Mr, Norris^ Batchelor of 
Mudc, izho died September 3, 1790, at Himiejf^ the 
Seat of Lord Dudley^ the Week after he had con- 
ducttd the Musical Festival at Birmingham, 

Inscribed to Lord Dudley bv the Author, who unites widi the 
Public In revering hii Lordship fat the generous Patnmage* 
Frotecaon, and humane A^sistanoe, which he extended to tb« 
Subject of the ensuing Lines. 

BY AKHA SEWARD. 



Sudden the mortal stroke the warbler smote. 
Eternal silence seals the tuneful throat : 
Ah ! N orris, thine ! whom Albion heard so long 
Pour in impressive Xouei the sacred song, 
\Vith all thy Handel's glorioub page inspires. 
Pathos that melts, and energy that fires. 

High o'er ihe numerous baiid we saw him late. 
Saw choirs combined his graceful mandate wait; 
And heard the too *, too appHcable lay, 
His drooping spirit's mild complaint convey 

* Mr. Norris sung in the New Church, Birmingham, *' Thy 
Rebuke hath broken his Heart," from the Messiah, with great 
feeling, alter he had been treated with cruel disrespect the preced- 
ing evening by a part of the audience, on a mistaken supposition 
arising troni his being so much affected in singing a mournl'ul song 
iiom Jcphtha, that he was unable to finish it. 
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Of that injurious, that ungrateful sound. 

Which the shocked ear with ruthless force couM 

wound ; 
For that his trembling nerves, oppressed with pain, 
Whelm'd in resistless tears one tender strain. 

O ! when that powerful voice, in peals of praise. 
Led the loud chorus thro' the harmonic maze ; 
Breathed the pathetic song, that on the breast 
Religious awe and contrite grief imprest ; 
How little we divin'd, who heard ere- while 
His full notes echo through the vaulted aisle, 
That Death's dark clouds around the minstrel hung. 
That the sweet swan his own sad Requiem sung. 



AN OLD CATS DYING SOLILOQUY* 

BY ANNA SEWARD. 

Years saw me still Acasto's mansion grace. 
The gentlest, fondest of the tabby race ; 
Before him frisking thro' the garden glade, 
Or at his feet, in quiet slumber laid ; 
Prais'd for mj' glossy back, of zebra streak, 
And wreaths ot jet encircling round my neck ; 
Soft paws, that ne'er extend the clawing nail. 
The snowy whisker, and the sinuous tail ; 
Now feeble age each glazing eye-ball dims. 
And pain has stiifen'd these once supple limbs ; 
Fate of eight lives the forfeit gasp obtains. 
And e'en the ninth creeps languid thro' my veins* 

* The idea suggested hj disliking the use of the Heathen My- 
thology in Dr. Jortin's Gnogndkin Bpitaph. 
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Much sure of good the future has in stone^ 
When on my master's hearth I bask no more^ 
In those blest climes, where fishes oft forsake 
The winding river, and the glossy lake, 
There, as our silent-footed race behold 
The crimson spots, and hns of lucid gold, 
Venturing without the shielding waves to play^ 
They gasp on shelving banks, our easy prey : 
While birds unwing'd bop careless o'er the ground, 
Aud the plump mouse incessant trots around, 
Kear wells of cream, that mortals never skim. 
Warm marum creeping round their shallow brim; 
Where green valerian tufts, luxuriant spread. 
Cleanse the sleek hide, and form the fragrant bed *• 

Yet, stern dispenser of the final blow, 
Before thou lay'st an aged grimalkin low. 
Bend to her last request a gracious ear, ' 
Some days, some few thort days to linger here ; 
So to the guardian of his tabbv's weal 
Shall softest purrs these tender truths reveal : 

*' Ne'er shall thy now expiring puss forget 
" To thy kind care her long-enduring debt. 

Nor shall the joys that painless realms decree 

Efface the comforts once bestow'd by thee ; 
" To countless mice thy chick eu-bones preferred, 
*' Thy toast to golden fish, and wingless bird ; 
** O'er marum borders, and valerian bed, 
" Thy Selima shall bend her moping head, 
** Sigh that no more she climbs, with grateful glee, 
" Thy downy sofa, and thy cradling knee, 
** Nay e'en at founts of cream shall sullen swear, 
" Since thou her more lov'd Master, art not there." 

* The affection of cats for marum and valerian is well known i 
they will beat the stems down, mat them with their feet, and tbe^ 
roll upon theut 
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STANZAS 

Written July 22, 1782, and addressed to a ywmg 

Gentleman, 

B^r ANNA 8£WAR1>« 



S££ the sky tiames ! how fierce the beams of nooft 
Pour their wide splendors on tlie yellow hill ; 

But rosy hours fly fast, dim Autumn soon 

Shall from her drizzling urn the gay green valley fill* 

pale billows then shall cast a sickly gleam 

Through the thin umbrage of the rifled groves. 
Where rustling leaves, thick-showering, swell the 
stream 
That drenches the 'lorn mead, and widens as it 
roves. 

With many a rising sigh for pleasures flown, 
We view the destin'd ravage, cold and drear : 

But let a few frore months be past atxi gone, 

And the " sweet hour of prime'' shall reuovate the 

year. 

But ah ! no minstrel of the merry mom 
Shall wake to joy the icy sleep of Age ; 

Ko pHrple wreaths the palsied brow adorn-— 
Or chase of pain and death the desolate presage. 
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Like broken lustres in the golden West, 
Now auburn tints gleam sunny in thy hair, 

And youth's warm spirit, dancing in thy breast, 
Looks through thy shining eyes, and animates thy 
air. 

Seize the awakened moments, as they speed 
Thy light gay bark to Age's torpid wave ; 

And with th' exalted thought, the generous deed. 
Quick from Oblivion's gulph thy rescued memory 
save. 

The man, whose name on virtuous lips shall dwell, 

Disdains to think the mortal lot severe ; 
Nor heeds the darkness of the narrow cell — 
. Fame and the Summer morn shall gild his passage 
there. 



FROM THE ARABICK. 

Mark how yon ripening apple grows! 
One side, the bright pomegranate glows, 

With red anemone combin'd — 
And one, the modest lil/s hue. 
In this, two meeting lovers view, 

Whoss cheeks propitious love has joined. 
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IMITATION 

OF 

MR. ADDISON'S POEM, 

iMTITVLSDy 

MACHINA ORREREANA. . 

BY DR. SHAW, OF THE BRITISH MUSEVX. 



Great Nature's secret laws, the pow'rs that move 

In circling course the shining orbs above, 

The rules that govern, energies that bound, 

Pride of mankind ! immortal Newton found. 

Yet, tho' the mighty master led the way, 

And op'd the portals of celestial day, 

To loftier minds alone the pow'r was giv'n 

To driftk the sacred fount, and learn the loreof heav*n: 

The scene, too vast, our faculties o'erstrain'd, 

Till Boyle his World in Miniature ordain'd. 

Now view, compris'd within yon narrow space, 

Each circling orb, and mark its radiant race ; 

In sculptured beauty round the wide extreme 

The starry zodiac casts a varying gleam : 

Bright o'er the rest the central moparch bums, 

And self- revolving on his axle turns ; 

In measur'd gyres th' obedient planets run, 

August attendiants ou their regent Sun ; 



« 



V* > 



-■t. 



450 

Tend with strong bias tow'rd the fount of day, 

Compeird their bright attractor to obey ; 

He rules their motions with resistless force. 

And sways, with innate pow'r, each heav'n-directed 

course. 
Else would tb' untutor'd orbs, at random thr<own, 
Rush with rude effort thro' the vast unknown ; 
*Mid the deep void in wild confusion fly. 
Or seek remoter anas in some forbidden sky. 
Scorch'd, as he moves around the rolling blaze^ 
Swift. Mercury first bis vivid orb displays ; 
Four times he circles round the sire of day. 
Ere tardier Earth hath trac*d her annual way : 
Tho' here he shines- in polish'd lustre bright, 
Scarce in the heav'ns is seen his fainter light; 
Bath'd in th' effulgence of the solar fire, 
His weakened beams amid the blaze expire. 
Fair Venus next, gay-gleaming from afar, 
Drives round the glitt'ring frame her pearly car ; 
In even course the silver beauty moves, 
Nor from her destin'd line unduteous roves : 
Tho' view'd from earth, to man's untutor'd eye 
She seem in wanton dance to track the sky ; 
Now in strait line to move with even pace ; 
Now stopping, wearied with the lengthened race ; 
Now, tracing back her former steps, to run, 
"With speed increasing, to the central Sun : 
While, at each period of her orb serene, 
A different office marks the changing scene ; 
At earliest dawn emerging, to adorn 
With vivid beams the softly-rising morn, 
Or> summoning the glitt'ring hosts of night, 
O'er eve's mUd hour to cast her silver lij^ht« 
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Kext the green Earth, in annual circle moves. 

In pleas'd obedience to the Sun she loves ; 

And, slowly travelling her destin'd way, 

Presents her changing surface to his ray ; 

Obliquely plac'd her measured course to steer. 

To mark the day, and form the varied year. 

If, as she journeys, thy unalter'd sight 

With steady eye accompany her flight. 

While earth alone along the orbit rove. 

The Sun, tho' fix'd, shall seem himself to move ; 

And with slow pace thro' pictur'd skies to stray, 

Rolling thro' ev'ry sign his lucid way : 

Now thro' the Ram with starry front he goes. 

Now the bright Crab with added lustre glows t 

Now Libra in her balanced scales contains. 

Now Capricorn his fiery orb retains. 

Thee too, fair Moon, companion of our flight, 

Queen of the months, and regent of the night. 

Taught by the bright machine,, we pleas'd survey 

In thy pale course, and mark thy varying ray ; 

Watch ev'ry change, and tell, with conscious pride. 

When thy opposing orb the star of day shall hide. 

No more shall weeping Larth, in wild amaze, 

Fear her own shadow, and distracted gaze ; 

But calmly see thee 'mid thy airy race. 

Deep in the dim suflusion veil thy face. 

Next mighty Mars his loftier circle plies. 

And shines with sanguine lustre 'mid the skies, 

Whose fiery beams Chaldaean sages view'd 

Portending war, and red with rage for blood: 

Alas ! the harmless planet rolls on high, 

Guiltless of war, nor marking destiny ; 

But, slowly moving his appoiuted way, 

See# Earth beneath in shifter circuit strajr. 
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In skies remote majestic Jupiter 
Wheels in protracted course his pondVous sphere i 
Twelve times revolving Earth her course must ran, 
Ere the vast planet journeys round the sun. 
Four radiant moons the mighty monarch guide. 
And dance in bright succession by his side ; 
Eclipsing and eclips'd, around him move, 
And light with changing beams the night of Jove ; 
Thus round the sacred oak, with garlands gay, 
The rural virgins dance in bright array : 
These can discover to the sage's sight, 
From heav'n to earth, the rapid sun-beam's flight ; 
And help the daring voyager t' explore 
His measur'd way to earth's remotest -shore* 
Saturn, in leaden state, with feeble gleam 
Drags his slow car around the vast extreme; 
Full thirty periods mark Earth's annual race, 
Ere his long year hath measur'd out its space. 
Round his huge form a wond'rous circle clings, 
And girds the frozen globe with lucid rings ; 
Whether the sloping arch, a mirror wide, 
Reflects the solar radiance on his side ; 
Or the great Pow'r that bad the system rise. 
First form'd him, globe in globe, of ampler size ; 
And lo ! by heav'ns resistless finger strook, 
Th' exterior frame some mighty ruin shook. 
And left the shatter'd orb, forbid to move. 
Horrific thought ! a hanging arch above. 
While thus our feeble minds, in pleas'd survey, 
'Mid pictur'd heav'ns and iv'ry planets stray, 
Great Ilalley, fresh translated to the skies. 
Views each stupendous sphere with raptur'd eyes ; 
Strays, nobly daring, thro' the realms of light, 
And steers thro' real stars his unembarrass'd flight* 
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THE GNOME'S PALACE. 



BT A LADT. 



Fashion'd by no mortal hands, 
Th* imperial Gnome's bright Palace stands ; 
And, casting forth its rainbow rays, 
Where high the opal portals blaze. 
Gleams across the glitt'ring plain, 
Gay centre of her wide domain. 
There the pow'rs that rule the mine, 
While rubied wreaths their temples twine, 
Borne on flaming cars resort, 
To grace their Queen's imperial court. 
To illume the varied, vast profound, 
Phosphoric splendor reigns around, 
Casting beams of brightest day 
Where sunbeam never found its way : 
There earth within her cavern'd deeps 
Her richest, proudest treasures keeps. 
And spreads to please her elfin hosts 
More than her varied surface boasts : 
For wooded hills and verdant meads, 
Gay smiling emerald plains she spreads ; 
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And rising far in mountain row$, 
Bright gold its fretted foliage she\vs : 
Expanded sapphire arch'd on high. 
Affords a still unclouded sky ; 
While stars of topaz gaily glow. 
Reflected from the plain below ; 
And rang'd in many a wavifjg line 
Translucent crystal oolamfns shine. 
Here, gems that shed eternal day. 
Their ever-changing beams display ; 
There, purling softi with gentle tide, 
Fair streams of living silver glide ; 
And seas that dash the favour'd isle, 
With lucid waves for ever smile, 
And roll around the proud domain, 
That boasts our virgin monarch's reign, 

PBNZANCE, JAN. 5. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POETRY. 

The Pleasures of Hope ; wiih other Toems, hy Thomai 
CampbeU. 4to, pp. 131. 

We are happy to see this poem published in a man- 
cer worthy of its acknowledged merit. '^ The Pleasures 
of Hope'' is not one of those productions, which ex« 
i^ite merely the applause of the moment : it will carry 
down the name of its author to posterity. Its ima- 
gery, its versification, its language, are highly poe- 
tical. Some parts display pathos, and others subli- 
;nity : nowhere does the author sink to mediocrityi 
The smaller poepas will not detract from the reputa- 
tion of their author. 

Thk Temple of Kature; or ike origin of SoUcidy : a 
poem with philosophical notes^ by Erasmus Darwin^ 
M. D. F. B. s. 4to. pp. 300. 

. The merits and defects of this poem are of the same 
kind as are to be found in the '' Botanic Garden/' 
The faults, however, are more numerous, the beauties 
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less so. We sball, in a future volume of tbis woi^^ 
have occasion to enter at length into an examination 
of Dr. Darwin's poetical character, and will, there- 
fore> pursue the queatioo bo further at present. 

FotfMy Lyrical and Miscellaneous^ by the lait He*. 
Henry Moore, of Liskeard. 4to. pp. 153. 

Taese poems are ushered into the world under the 
Auspices of Dr. Aikin. The fate of their author 
affords a strong example of the truth of Gra/s lines^ 
that, " Many a flower is bora to blush unseen, and 
muto it$ swceinesf on the desart air." Mr. Moore 
lived and died almost unknown. He appears even 
to have been unconscious of his own merit. That 
merit is, nevertheless, unquestionable. In almost everj 
|>oem may be discovereda command of language, and 
poetical imagery, a boldness of thought, and a freedom 
of versification, which entitle the Author to no com*< 
mon rank among the fiavourites of the Muse. 

The Lifr^ and posfkumous writings of JViUiOm Cewperj 
Esq. by WiUiam Hayley^ Esq. 4to. 2 vols. pp. 837« 

The poems in these volumes bear sufficient interna) 
evidence of their being from the pen of Cowper, 
though they are not generally equal to his former 
compositions. There is the same energy and origina^ 
lity in many parts, but there is more negligence. 
The hand of a master is, however^ clearly to be per-^ 
eeived in all of them. 
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Scottish Scenety; oty Sketches in Verscy descriptive of 
Scenes chieily in the Highlands of Scotland^ with 
Notes and Illustrations ^ hi/ James Cririe, d. d. 
Ornamented loith Engravings hy Byrne^ from Views 
by Walker. 4to. pp. 400. 

It is always a pleasure to us to discover in a vo- 
lume any thing which deserves praise. We can ho- 
nestly praise the engravings ib Dr. Cririe's massy 
book. Had the Doctor not favoured us with them, 
we should, in the present instance, have had only the 
disagreeable task of censuring. His poem is not much 
better than a book of the roads would be, were it put 
pto verse ; and, when the reader arrives at the end, 
he is almost as fatigued as if he had travelled the 
journey itself. 

STAc Works of Richard Owen Cambridge^ Esq, incluiing 
several piecety never before published ; mth an Account 
of his Lift and Character^ by his Son^ George Owen 
Vambridgey M. a. Prebendary of Ely, 4to. pp. 507- 

The priticipal poem in this collection is the Scrible- 
Had, the reputation of which is so well established as 
to render it unnecessary to say any thing in this place 
Upon its merits. The smaller poems are not unworthy 
of their author. Mr. Cambridge's style is elegant and 
correct. Not the least interesting part of the volume, 
is the life and character of its author, by his son. 

The Press, A Poefn. Published as a Specimen of Typo* 
grapky, by John M*Creery. 4to. pp. 47. 

In laying this volunie before the tribunal of the 
Public, Mr. M'Creery appears in the two-fold charac- 
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ier of Poet and Printer. To print, is the business of 
Mr. M'Creery ; to write verses appears not to be hi» 
busiiieds. The consequence is, that he has produced 
a splendid specimen of printing, but an indifferent 
poem. An author ^ill feel more pleasure in employ- 
ing, than in readmg him. Had the subject chosen by 
Mr. M'Creery been treated in a proper manner, it 
might have been rendered highly interesting. But 
thb must be the labour of a poet. The author will, 
perhaps, say that he published his book '* as a Speci- 
men of Typography ,'' but was it necessary to write a 
poem for this purpose ? 

The Powers of Imagination ; a PocJm, in three parts. 
Written at the age ^f Sixteen^ by Miss Charlotte 
Seymour. 4to. pp. 130. 

Miss Seymour, as the title-page of this book shews^ 
18 a very young lady. It is not often that the compo- 
sitions of very young authors are of a nature to in* 
terest thePublic^ This poem, though creditable to the 
talents of Miss Seymour, ought to have been con^ 
fined to the circle of her private friends. 

Narrative Poems, by I, D' Israeli. 4to. pp. 55. 

This volume contains three tales ; — " The Carder 
and the Carrier," ** Coniinge," and " A Tale ad- 
dressed to a Sybarite." Two of* the tales are of a 
melancholy nature, the third ends happily. In both 
kinds the author is successful. His versification id 
elegant, and his imagery is vivid and appropriate. 
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The Works of Thomas Chatterfon, 8vo.3vol8.pp, 1434. 

For this complete collection of the works of that 
brilliant and unfortunate youth, Chatterton, the Pub- 
lic is indebted to the zeal aud industry of Mr. 
Southey. It is honourable to Mr. Southey, that, in 
spite of all the discouragement he has met with, in hid 
design of publishing the works of Chatterton, he has 
persisted, and ultimately succeeded. It is not ho- 
nourable to the Public, that Mr. Southey was com- 
pelled, year after year, to solicit, and to solicit in vain, 
subscriptions for these volumes, the produce of which 
subscriptions was also to be applied to the relief of 
Chatterton's mother and sister. A decayed gambler^ 
or demirep, would, most probably, have found little 
difficulty in raising, from the Public, a sum sufficient 
to give comfort to the remains of a disgraceful life. 
So fares Genius ! On the merit uf the poems, it i» 
unnecessary to say a word ; the verdict of the literary 
world has long been pronounced. Thefe Volumes 
contain a great number of pieces, never before 
published. 

Infancy^ or the Management of Children^ a Didactic 
Poem, in six Books ; sixth Edition ; to which are 
addedy Poems not before published^ by Hugh Down^ 
many m. d. 8vo. pp. 223. 

To enter, at this moment, on a formal criticism of 
a poem which has been for years before the Public, 
and received the stamp of its applause, is certainly 
unnecessary. The poem of " Infancy" is well knov^i. 
It ranks high in the scale of didactic poetr}-. The 
poems which are now added are not unworthy of tl|pir 
author. 
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Pugifive Verse and ProH : consisting of Poems, I^riCf 
Obifnanfy Dramatic^ Satiric; and Miscellaneovs, voitk 
extensive Noieif Observations, and Suggestions, upori 
various temporary Subjects, by John Peter Roberdeaui 
Svo pp. 169. 

Mr. ftoberdeaU) in the present yoluine, has at- 
tempted almost every stile of poetry, and, with the usual 
fate of those who aim at too much, he has generally 
failed. His miscellany contains much bad verse, and 
bad prose : the verse is too prosaic, and the prose 
too poetical. The criticism and politics might also 
be spared without any great loss* Justice, however, 
calls on us to say, that Mr. Roberdeau appears to be 
a man of considerable shrewdness, 'and, what is still 
better, of warm feeling and a beaevoleni heart. 

Poems on various Subjects, by Mrs. Grant, Laggan. 

8v. pp. 447. 

The longest poem in this collection is called 
** The Highlanders/* In some parts it is spirited, and 
elegantly descriptive ; in others it is languid and, of 
course, tedious ; compreiTion and correction would 
be of advantage to it. The other poems are of va- 
rious kinds, and of various merit, but the balance in- 
clines very much in their favour. 

Rhapsodies, by IF, H. Ireland, Author of the Shdkspe* 

rian MSS. 8vo, pp. 200. 

These rhapsodies do no credit to the abilities of 
Mr. Ireland. They might have been written by 
^Viany men, many women, and many children.'^ 
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lliere is nothing meritorious in the mere composition 
of lines, which rhyme to each other, and consist of a 
certain number of syllables. 

PoemSf by Peter Bayky^ Jun. Esq. 8vo. pp< 209. 

We have read, \rith great pleasure, the poems of 
Mr. Bayley. Good poetry is not a common commo- 
dity, and when it comes in our way we receive it with 
a high degree of satisfaction. Mr. Bayley is no or- 
dinary writer. His compositions are generally po- 
lished and vigorous : they every where shew the 
scholar and the man of taste. Some few ideas seem 
to have been borrowed, though perhaps unconsci- 
ously, from preceding writers. 



Original FoemSj on Miscellaneous Subjects^ by the late 
Kev. John Edmonds ^ Jun. a.m. SfC. ^c. Written du^ 
ring his Minority ^ from 14 to 18 Years of Age. 
8vo. pp. 28. 

The pubhcation of the present pamphlet is one 
more example of the injudicious kindness of friends. 
Mr. Edmonds was, most probably, an estimable young 
man, but nature never designed him for a poet. His 
mother, however, was resolved that he should have 
the fume of a poet, and has accordingly published these 
verses. No indication of genius appears in any part 
of the pamphlet : any person who had determined ta 
write verses might have written as good, or perbapt 
better. 
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iJugn Pdeiiagy by F. Suyers^ m. d. pp. 37* 

These are trifles, it is true, but they are the trifled 
of a man of genius. The longest poem is *' Theseutf 
and Ariadne/' which is very elegantly compressed 
from an epithalamium by Catullus; 

The Defence of Order ^ a Poem, by Jbsiah Walker ^ a. m. 

Crown 8vo. pp. 176. 

• 

With intentions that claim unqualified praise, and» 
very respectable share of talent, to second those in- 
tentions, Mn Walker has produced a tedious poem^ 
Many lines are turned yrith much felicity, and even 
many passages, of some length, may be read with ap- 
))robation : yet the reader is fatigued before he ar- 
rives at the end of the poem. There wants that un- 
defined, and, perhaps, undefinable charm which rivets 
the attention of the reader, and prompts him to pe- 
ruse over again what he has perused with so much 
pleasure. Mr. Walker's poem is not a poem to be 
read twice. 

The Suicide^ with other PoeniSf by the Rev. Charles 
Wicksted EthelstoUy m. A. Rector of Worthenbury^ 
Crown 8vo. pp. 1 49. 

Much morality, much benevolence, much feeling, 
but no poetry, is to be found in this volume. We re- 
spect the author's virtues, but must pass sentence of 
condemnation on his volume. He never rises above 
mediocrity, and he is generally below it His blank 
verse is of the worst sort^ add his rhymed verse is noi 
qiu^h better. 



4 Poetical Sketchy loith other Foems^ by Nathaniel 
Humfrey^ a. b» of Lincoln CollegCf Oxford. Crown 
3vo. 2d £dition. pp. 81. 

The first edition of the ^ Poetical Sketch^' wai 
noticed in the last volume of this work* To the 
second edition the author has added some Sonnets, 
and other Poems, which are worthy of commenda* 
tion* Some of them might perhaps have been render- 
ed more perfect had the author bestowed on them a 
little more attention. 

FoemSf by /. Bidlake^ a. b. N^ 2. Crown 8vo. 

pp. S6. 

These poem^ are simple and elegant. The author 
is a man of observation, and of respectable talent. 
His descriptive powers are above mediocrity. His 
sentiments are uniformly unexceptionable. 

Scotvih Descriptive PoenUy xoith some illustrations of 
Scotish Literary Antiquities, Small 8vo. pp. 248. 

Fob the republication of these poems the public 
is indebted to Mr. Leyden. *• Clyde," and ** Alba- 
nia,'' are the two principal poems ; but, though many 
passages of considerable beauty are to be found in 
'them, they do not, on the whole, rank high in the 
scale of descriptive j)oetry. They are, however, not 
unworthy of being preserved from oblivion. Mr. 
Leyden has added greatly to the worth of the volume 
fiy his notes and illustrations, which interest both by 
^heir elegance and the information they furnish oi^ 
Various points of biography and history. 
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Scenes of Infancy ^ descriptive rf Tetiatdale, ly Joka 
Iteydcfu Small 8vo. pp, 184. 

These scenes of Mr. Leyden's iufancy are de- 
scribed with much warmth and picturesque effect. 
The author feek what he describes, and he com- 
municates his feelings to others. His style is at once 
poetical and correct, and his versificatioa flowing and 
^inted, witlK)ut any of th&t affectation which so oftem 
disgusts in modem verse* 

8f/r Reginalde ; or the Black Tower j a Romance of the 
I'Zth Century ; with Tales and other Poms, by E. W. 
Brayley and W* flerhert. Small 8vo. pp. l68. 

In these poems there is a great inequality of style : 
some parts shew imagination and spirit, while others 
are languid and prosaic. The descriptive parts wee 
often pleasing. Some of the ludicrous tales have 
considerable merit On the whole the volume does 
credit to the abilities of its authors. 



Poems, on Moral and Religious Subjects, by A» Flower- 
dew. Small 8vo. pp. 158. 

These poems' contain many senUments honourable 
to the moral feelings of their author, but not a line 
that can pretend to the name of poetry. Mrs. Flower- 
dew appears to be a very good and a very reflecting 
woman, but we must seriously recommend to her the 
propriety of cloathing her future reflections in the 
language of plain prose. Indifferent verse on any 
subject has a very bad chance of being read, but in« 
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ititTerentvorae upon moral subjects will certaioly be 
neglected. 

The Pkasures qf Nature; or the ChartM of it«r«/ 
tiife^ with oiker PomSy by David Carey, Small 6vo.' 

Mr. Caeet is a very respectable writer in various 
styles. His *' Pleasures of Nature'' is a poem, which 
is honourable to the feelings 9S well as the abilities of ' 
its author. The descriptive parts are, in general, 
spirited and correct, and the stanza, which is that of 
Spenser, is well managed. Some of the smaller 
poems are elegant ; but we cannot say much in favour 
of the elegies, which are tame and monotonous. ^The 
poems in the burlesque style are not the worst in the 
v6lume. 



Poem^; consisting ofElegiei^ Sonnets^ Songs, SfC. and 
Phantoms ; or, the Irishman in England, a Farce, in 
two Acts, by T. Jmes. Small 8vo. pp. 132. 

It is much to be lamented that persons who &re in 
the habit of making verses, under the idea that they 
are composing poetry, have not some friend candid 
enough to undeceive them, and, at the same time, 
tense enough of their own to profit by the advice of 
that friend. Had Mr. Jones been so fortunate as to 
possess a candid friend he would most probably never 
have published the present volume. The mischief is 
now done, and nothing remains but to advise Mr. 
Jones not to venture again before the Public till he is 
better prepared for his appearance. 
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Sockt^y a Poemy in two Parts, with other PoetMy by 
James Kenney. Small 8vo. pp. 172. 

The style of Mr. Kenney is evidently formed on 
that of Cowper, whose writings he appears to have 
studied with great attention. Nor is he an unworthy 
scholar. TThe^em of " Society^' does honour to its 
author. It shews him to have looked on man and 
pature with an observant eye. His descriptive powers 
are also considerable ; and his language, though some- 
times faulty, is generally correct. The lesser poems 
are of yaripiis styles, and may be read with pleasure. 

Norbury Parky a Poenty with several others, written 
on various occasionsy bv James Woodhome, Small 
8vo. pp. 132. 

Great praise is due to Mr. Woodhouse for his 
religious principles, and domestic virtues, but we 
cannot praise him as a poet. ^' Norbury Park" is « 
tedious poem of near thirteen hundred lines, which is 
uniformly beneath mediocrity. The smaller pieces 
are of the same character, with the exception of the 
Ode, entitled, " Autumn and the Red Breast," whu;h 
is a pleasing composiliou. 

Epigramsy in two Books, by William Barnes Rhodes, 

Small Svo. pp. 84. 

An epigram, though generally the shortest of all 
compositions, is by no means the least difficult. Of 
the many epigrams in the English language few are of 
superior merit. Some of our best poets have failed 
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vifhen they attempted to write epigrams. To 6ucc!eed, 
even imperfectly , where so many have failed of success, 
deserves considerable praise. This praise Mr. Rhodes 
may claim. Though some of his epigrams might have 
been omitted with advantage, others display a con- 
siderable portion of spirit, point, and elegance. 

Glasgoiv, a Poem, by John Mayne. Small 8vo. pp. 51. 

In a neat and spirited poem, written in the Scotish 
dialect, Mr. Mayne has sung the praises of Glasgow. 
A commercial town is not one of the best subjects for 
a poem, unless perhaps for a satyrical one. Mr. 
Mayne, however, has chosen the style of panegyric, 
and has been successful. 

Scenes of Youth ; or Rural Recollections ^ with other 
Poems, by William Holl&way. Small 8vp, pp. l60. 

The various scenes and occupations of his youth 
are described by Mr. Holloway in a natural and 
agreeable manner. He appears to be a man of an 
observant and benevolent mii^. His blank verse is 
sometimes prosaic. The smaller poems are pleasing, 
particularly that which bears the title of the " Adieu 
and Recal to the Muse.'^ 

The Judge, or an estimate of the importance of the 
judicial character, occasioned by the death of the 
late Lord Clare, Lord Chancellor of Ireland. A Poem, 
in three Cantos, By the Refo, Jerome Alley, Chaplain 
to the Right Hon. Lord Sheffield. Small 8vo. 
p. 139. 

For the political as well as the judicial character 
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of the late Lord Clare, Mr. Alley is a very wanti 
advocate. Many wise and respectable persons have^ 
however, entertained strong doubts as to the validity 
of his Lordship's claim to the title of a sound and 
well -judging politician : they have thought that, in 
times of civil dissention, something more is necessary 
in a political character than that courage which can 
brave the pistol or the pike. It would, therefore, not 
have been unwise in Mr. Alley to have treated with a 
little more delicacy those who differed from Lord 
Clare, and to have forborne the insinuation that the 
antagonists of his Lordship must be the partisans of 
faction and treason. With all due reverence for the 
judicial character, we must also differ from Mr. Alley 
in the doctrine which he promulgates — that a Judge 
is a superior character to the man who asserts hi| 
country's rights in the field of danger, and of death. 
Mr. Alley forgets that, under God, the existence of 
our laws depends, at this very moment, on the sharp* 
ness of our swords. Even were this not the case his 
position is untenable. Here end our objedliom to 
Mr. Alley. In point of language, imagery, conduct, 
and versification, his poem is far above mediocrity. 
It would, perhaps, be difficult to manage the subject, 
which JNIr. Alley has chosen, in a happier manner than 
he has done. 



Armlnc and Elvira, a legendary Tale : the ninth Edi" 
tion : uith "other Foems : by Edmtmd Cartwrigktf 
M. A. Small 8vo. pp. l^S. 

The legendary tale of Armine and Elvira has been 
lon^^knowUf and as long admired. It is Justly con* 
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Bldered as one of the most elegant compositions of 
the kind in the English language. Nor are the other 
poems of inferior merit. The style of Mr. Cartwright 
is not disfigured by tawdry or misplaced ornament ; it 
is simply elegant. 

Scetish Foemsy Songs, SfC, by Symon Kerr, Small 

8vo. pp. 128. 

Though the poems of Symon Kerr are not to be 
placed on the same shelf with those of Ramsay, Fer- 
guson, or Burns, they are not without some claim to 
approbation. There are no glaring faults, and many 
of the poems have an archness and humour from which 
the reader cannot fail of receiving entertainment. 

Poetical Magazine, or Temple of the Muses, Nos. i 
and II. Small Svo. pp. 120. 

Most of the poems in this publication are of a kind 
little superior to such as are usually met with in 
magazines and newspapers. A few, and but a few, 
of the originals are rather above mediocrity. The 
best poems are those which are republished from 
works now grown scarce. 

Poems on several Occasions. By Charles Crawford^ Esq. 

12mo. 2 vols. pp. 336. 

However necessary its performance may be, there 
is, to the candid critic, no duty more painful than 
that of telling an amiable and virtuous man, who has 
{Published a collection of verse, that he has mistaken 

« s 2 



I 



452 



the road to fame, and that nature never designed 
him for a poet. This disagreeable truth Mr. Craw- 
ford must, nevertheless, be told. His poems are not 
such as the critic can honestly praise. They want 
that animating soul, without which there is no poetry. 
Even the versification is often harsh and prosaic. 
But, though the praise arising from poetical excel- 
lence must be denied Mr. Crawford, he may justly 
claim the superior praise of being a zealous christian. 
By this praise, if we may judge from his works, he 
wilt feel sufficiently consoled for his poetical failure. 
The concise dissertation, in prose, on the truth of 
Christianity, which forms a preface to one of the 
poems, is worthy of being republished separately. 

GebiFf a Foeniy in seven Booksy by Walter Savage 
Landor. 2d Edition. 12mo. pp. 140. 

Ik spite of many im];>erfections this poem speakf 
the author to be a man of genius. Many of the images 
are such as could only have been conceived by the 
mind of a poet. There is also great beauty in some 
of the descriptive parts. But there is one grand 
fault which runs through the whole of the poem — this, 
fault is obscurity. So obscure are some passages thai 
the author, conscious himself of the defect, has added 
notes to explain his meaning ! It would have been 
far better had he made the passage itself clear enough 
to be understood. 

Clifton Grove, tcith other Poen»^ By Henry Kirke 

White. 12mo. pp. lU. 

TuEtK poems are the production of early youtk*. 
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As such they are entitled to no small praise. Incor* 
Tcctness may certainly be found, and ought as cer- 
tainly to be pardoned when the age of the author is 
considered. These poems give promise of future ex- 
cellence, but we must caution the author against 
writing too rapidly, and still more stroujgly, if possi- 
ble, musit we caution him against exposing his com- 
positions to the eye of. the Public without due consi- 
^ration. 

A short Account of John Marriott including Extracts 
from some of his Letters, to which are added some of 
Ms poetical Productions. 12mo. pp. 194. 

John Marriot appears to have been an amiable 
and religious young man. Plis poems are correctly 
versiiied, and are not deficient in elegance of thought 
and expression. 

Poetical Scraps, by Thomas Clio Richman. 12mo. 

2 vols. pp. 450, 

We are almost weary of informing versiders that 
rhime and measure alone will never make poetry. 
But we have read Mr. Rickman's two volumes, and 
Ihey compel us to repeat this disagreeable truth. 
We fear that his stationer and printer will be the only 
persons likely to receive pleasure from his publi- 
cation. 

Poems, by Mrs. G, Sexvell, Relict of the late Rev. 
George Sewell, Rector of Byefieet, Surry. 12mo« 
pp. 283. 
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T&EKE are co glaring errors in these poems, nor ate 
tliere any striking beauties. The ^erse is smpptl:^ 
and the sentiments are unexceptionable. This pn^se 
is greater than we can bestow upon many of tbe 
volumes wje are condemned to review. 

' The Inquiry, Part I. 12mo. pp. 44. 

" The Inquiry" is a poem of considerable moral^ 
as well as poetical merit. Those who would deprive 
man of all hope of a future existence, are attacked 
by the author with a just jand pointed severity. Some 
of the descriptive parts of the poem are much above 
mediocrity. The versification, with some exceptions, 
is ir^e and animated. 

John and Dame, or the Loyal Cottagers, by Mr. Pratt ; 
to which are added interesting Particulars of the His- 
tory of John and Dame, 12 mo. pp. 32. 

Thk poem of " John and Dame" is a very poor 
poem indeed. It is precisely that sort of unmeaning, 
namby-pamby stuff that may be composed between 
sleeping and waking. More effort is required to read 
than to write it. If the reader should remember any 
part of the poem, he will remember it only from its 
having disgusted him. When will Mr. Pratt learn 
that stringing verses together is not writing poetry, 
and that affectation is not sentiment ? 

The Picture ; Verses written in London, May 28, 1803, 
sui^gcstcd by a magnijicent Landscape of Rubens^ in 
Possession of Sir George Beaumont, By the Rev. W% 
J Ask Bowles. 4 to. pp. 20. 
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The merits of Mr. Bowles are so well known that 
it is unnecessary to descant upon them. The present 
poem adds a fresh leaf to his laurel. It contains, in 
spirited and harmonious blank verse, a description of 
a magnificent landscape by Rubens. The colouring^ 
of the poet is not less vivid than that of the painter. 

Christ raising the Daughter of Jairus, *a Seatonian 
Prize Poem, by the Rev, W, Cockburn, m. a. Fellow 
of St, John's College f Cambridge, 4to. pp. 17. 

Mr. Cockburn's poem is not, perhaps, inferior 
to those which have of late years been written for the 
Seatonian Prize ; but truth compels us to say that it 
is not calculated to transmit (lis name to posterity as 
a poet. It wants imagination, it wants elegance, it 
wants vigour. The poem that wants these qualities 
is written for oblivion. 



The Voyage Home from the Cape of Good Hope ^ xoith 
other Poems relating to the Cape, and Notes^ by 
H. W. Tytkr, m. d. 4to. pp. 73. 

After perusing the good-natured address to the 
reader, with which Dr. Tytler has concluded his 
pamphlet, it is impossible to speak of his efforts in 
terms of asperity. Yet truth forbids our mentioning 
them in the language of praise. We must be allowed 
to regret that Dr. Tytler did not confine these poems 
to the circle of his friends, where they would have 
been safe from the attacks of critical censure. 
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Culiita^ or a Picture of modern Life, a Poeniy in three 
Parts, bif Luke Hooker, ll.d. 4to. pp 28. 

We fear that the picture which Dr. Booker has 
here drawn is but too correctly copied from real life. 
The poem contains some ideas and lines which have 
merit, but, on the whole, it is not remarkable for 
elegance or/inimation. 

The Triumphs of Poesy^ a Poem, by J. C, Hubbard^ 
M.A. Author of Jacobimsm, 4to. pp.20. 

This poem is not of a common order. The dic- 
tion is poetical, and the versification is spirited and 
harmonious. We hope Mr. Hubbard will not suffer 
his muse to lie dormant.' 

Britannicus to Buonaparte, an Heroic Epistle, with 
Notes, by Henry Tresham, Esq, r, a. 4 to. pp. 43, 

In lines, which have a considerable share of ani- 
mation and elegance, Mr. Tresham attacks Buona- 
parte for his attempt to shackle the freedom of the 
English press. Indeed had Mr. Tresham been an 
author by profession he could not have felt more in- 
dignant on this subject, lie seems, if we may judge 
from his poem, to consider this attempt as a crime of 
equal mtigiiitude with tlie poisonings and massacres 
by which the Corsican usurper has distinguished him- 
self, and to think that we are as much to rely for our 
deliverance upon British authors, as upon British 
soldiois and sailors. We must confess that we enter-, 
tain some very strong doubts as to the correctness of 
these opinion^. 
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Tihc Lapse of TimCy a Poem for the New Year, hy 
Rebecca Eflridge, 4to. pp. 14. 

The lapse of time, and- the misuse of time, have for' 
ages furnished a subject of complaint to moralistSi 
both in prose and verse. Some of these moralists 
would, perhaps, have been better employed in im- 
proving the present, than in lamenting the past, or 
descanting upon th^ future. The time of Mrs. Ed- 
ridge, for instance, might certainly have been used 
more advantageously than in writing fourteen pages 
of blank verse, which has no pretensions to applause, 
and which, if even it should ever be read| will be 
immediately forgotten. 



SATIRE. 



Temble Tractoration ! ! a Poetical Petition against 
Galvanising Trumpery^ and the Perkihistic Institu- 
tiqUy in four Cantos : most respectfully addressed to 
the Royal College of Physicians^ by Christopher 
Caustic y M. D. LL.D. A. s.s. Fcllow of the Roy at 
College of Physicians, Aberdeen, and honorary Mem* 
ber of no less than nineteen very learned Societies. 
Second Edition, with great Additions. Small 8vo. 
pp. 217. 

This poem is an ironical attack on the enemies 
of Mr. Perkins's wonder-working tractors. The au- 
thor is as warm an advocate for the tractors as if he 
imagined that his own reputation must stand or fall 
wdth theirs. Whatever doubt may be entertained 
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with regard to the merit of these magical remedies, 
it is impossible to feel any doubts as to the merit of 
Christopher Caustic's poem. It is in the Hudibrastic 
style, and is written with much wit, humour, and 
command of language and versification. The notes 
are numerous and lively, and much of the satire con- 
tained in them, and likewise in the poem, is cer- 
tjuoly well deserved by those against whom it is 
directed. 

Bonaparte, an Heroic Ballad, with a Sermon in itr 
belli/, which that renoxmed Warrior and most reoc" 
rend Theologian preached at his Visitation of the 
good People of Egypt: with explanatory Notes, by th^ 
Editor ojf Salmagundis 8vo. pp» 48. 

If this short production had not, in its title page, 
pointed out its author, there would still have been 
few persons who would have found any difficulty in 
divining from v;hose pen it proceeded. It bears the 
stamp of Mr. Huddisford's genius. The same wit> 
the same free versification, the same facility in form- 
ing uncommon rhymes, which excited admiration in 
his former poems, shine with unabated spirit in the 
present ballad. The notes are chiefly from the 
speeches, proclamations, &c. of the Imperial poi- 
soner, Bonaparte. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

Song of Songs, or Sacred Idyls. Translated from the 
original Hebrew, with Notes, critical and explana-' 
tory. By John Mason Good. 8vo. pp. 246. 

Bqth the learned and the poetical reader will 
derive great pleasure from this traofiliaUon of the 
Song of Songs. The translation of Mr. Good it 
spirited and elegant. Such complete justice has never 
before been done to the subject in our language. 
The notes, which are copious, abound with interest- 
ing illustrations, and parallel passages from various 
authors. 

The Argonautics of Apollonius Rhodius, translated into 
English Verse, with Notes, critical, historical, and 
explanatory, and Dissertations, hy William Preston^ 
Esq. M. R. I. A. 8vo. 3 vols. pp. 883. 

The name of Mr. Preston has for many years 
been well known to the ppetical world. This trans- 
lation will not diminish his faojie* It has much of tb^ 
spirit and freedom of an original. Some trifling 
errors will doubtless be corrected whenever the work 
reaches a second edition. 

The Odes of Anacreon, translated from the Greek into 
English Verse, by Thomas Girdlestone, m. D. Small 
8vo. pp. 115. 

Few persons have been tolerably successful in 
translating Anacreon: those who have failed are 
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oameroas. Tlie translation by Mr. Girdlestone is 
of that kind, which, though it has no gross faults, 
fails to interest the reader. From some of the criti- 
cal opinions in Mr. Girdlestone's preface we must 
express our dissent : he has mistaken the meaning of 
a passage in Pope, and has proposed a very misera- 
ble alteration of a line in one of Professor Carlyle's 
translations from the Arabic. 



Tkt Lyricks of Horace^ comprising his Odes^ EpodeSy 
and Secular OdeSy in English Verse ; wiih the Latin 
Text revised and subjoined. Small 8vo. 2 vols, 
pp. 627. 

We cannot congratulate this translator on his 
•access in the arduous task of presenting Horace to 
the public in an English dress. His version is, in a 
more than conunon degree, harsh and inelegant. 
Some of the metres also, which he has chosen, are 
such as no poetical ear can tolerate : they are not 
verse, but hobbling prose. The whole calls to our 
recollection an Epigram on a bad translation of Ho- 
race into the French language. The Epigrammatist 
strongly recommends otferiiig up the original to 
*' Venus, sovereign of the Graces," and the French 
version to her husband Vulcan. 



Poems from the Partugvese of Louis de Camoens, with 
remarks on his life and writings, notes, SfC. 6y Lord 
Viscount Sirangford. 8vo. pp. 16O. 

In translating these poems Lord Strangford has 
taken such liberties with his author as perhaps cannot 
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be reconciled with the idea of translation. Some of 
his poems have, in fact> very little resemblance to 
their originals. But if they are unfaithful translations, 
they are, indubitably, beautiful poems. They have, 
both in language and versification, an elegance which 
has seldom been equalled, and will not easily be sur« 
passed. 



AmadiB de Gaul, a Poem in three Booksy freely trani" 
lated from the first Fart of the French Version of 
Nicolas de Heberay, Sieur des Essars, with Notes : 
by William Stewart Rose, Esq. 8vo. pp. 198. 

Among tasks of difficulty it is not one o^ the least 
difficult to give an elegant translation in verse. It 
can be accomplished by none but a poet. Transla- 
tions are, in general, made by men who content them- 
selves with giving the bald meaning of the original, 
while they suffer all the spirit to evaporate. Mr. 
Rose, however, has brought to his task all the quali- 
ties necessary to accomplish it with perfect success* 
His version has all the freedom and spirit of an origi- 
nal. The versification merits more than common 
praise. The notes are at once interesting aud illuti* 
trative. 
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THE DRAMA. 



UNACTED PLAYS. 

Tke Wife with two Husbands^ a Tragi-Comedy^ tte 
three Acts. Translated frofn tke French by Miss Gun-' 
inng, 8yu, pp. 104. 

■ 

This play excites considerable interest. Some of 
the characters are well drawn, and the incidents are 
natural. The play, however, is spun out too much, 
and some of the speeches are of a most immoderate 
length; one of the speeches occupies no less than 
two pages and a half! 



ACTED PLAYS. 



Bear both SideSy a Comedy, in Jive Acts, as it is per-^ 
formed at the Theatre Royal, Drury-lane, By Thomas 
Holer oft, 8vo. pp. 90. 

In his preface Mr. Holcroft complains of the daily 
attacks made on his play by the newspapers. We 
advise him to treat with silent contempt the hostility 
of scribblers who are generally as dull as they are 
worthless. This play is much superior to many of 
those which have been applauded by the daily papers. 
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ANCIENT POETRY. 

Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border^ consisting of HUlorv' 
cat and Romantic Ballads^ collected in the Southerm 
Counties of Scotland, with a few of modem Daie^ 
founded an local Tradition. 8vo. pp. 420. 

The first two volumes of this work we noticed in 
the Poetical Register for 1802. By this third volume 
^the publication is completed. This volume is 
not less interesting than those which preceded tt« 
Among the modem ballad writers Mr. Scott un«* 
questionably holds the highest rank. 
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The characters are drawn with spirit, the dialogue is 
elegant, and the interest of the piece is sustained to 
the end. 



The Marriage Promise ; a Comedy, in Jive Ads ; aa 
performed at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. By 
John Till Allingham, 8vo. pp. 80. 

Though Mr. Allingham's Comedy is not calculated 
to make us forget those of Congreve, Farquhar, and 
some other writers of the same kind, it is, altogether, 
a tolerable production. The dialogue is not without 
spirit, and the plot and incidents are sufficiently inter- 
esting. There is nothing particularly new in the cha- 
racters. 



Delays and Blunders ; a Comedy, in Jive Acts; asper^ 
Jormed at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, By 
Frederick Reynolds, 8vo. pp. 74. 

In the Comedy of " Delays and Blunders," the 
author has endeavoured to unite the ludicrous and 
the pathetic. His endeavours have not been wholly 
unsuccessful. Some passages are worthy of applause. 
The comic parts, however, are too farcical, and the 
characters are not quite in nature. A lawyer, for in- 
stance, who neglects his business, to join in amuse- 
ments, is a sort of animal which the author would 
have some difficulty to find in real life. 
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The Wife of Two Husbands ; a Musical Drama^ m 
three Acts ; as performed at the Theatre Royal, Drury 
Lane. By James Cobb, 8vo. pp. 96, 

This Drama is an alteration of the French Tragi- 
comedy of the same name. The alterations are, we 
think, made for the better. The piece is shorter and 
better calculated for effeft upon the stage. The Songs 
are not very poetical. 

The Voice of Nature ; a Play, in three Acts ; as per^ 
formed at the Theatre Koyal, Haymarket, By James 
Boaden. 8vo. 

This Play is not remarkable for elegance of dia- 
logue, novelty of character, or intricacy of plot, but 
it appeals to the feelings with much force, and will, 
therefore, be read with pleasure. . 

• 

The Maid of Bristol ; a Play, in three Acts ; as per^ 
formed at the Theatre Royal in the Haymarket, By 
James Boaden, 8vo. pp. 48, 

There is a considerable share of pathos and in- 
terest in this play. The characters are not strongly 
marked, but they are not out of nature. The dia- 
logue is neatly written. 

^ Tale of Terror ; a Dramatic Romance, in three Acts; 
asjirst acted at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden^ 
May 12M, 1803. By Henry Siddons. 8vo. pp. 51. 

Of this Romance the plot is slight, and the cha- 
radiers have nothiDg uncommon, but it has a suffici- 
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CBt share, perhaps, of hustle, noise, and surprising in** 
cidents, to make it sufferable upon the stage, iu the 
closet it can boast little attraction. 



Mrs, Wiggins ; a Comic piece^ in two Acts ; as per* 
formed at the Theatre Ro^aly Haymarket, By John 
Till AlUngham. 8vo. pp. 49. 

" Mrs. Wiggius" is d piece in the very broadest 
style, or, as the Author terms it, " the Sublime of 
Farce.** From such a production, much is not to be 
expeAled. Its only aim is to excite a laugh. Some 
of the situation^ in this comic piece are highly laugh- 
able, and the dialogue is not without point and 
Lumour. 



The Caravariy or the Driver and his Dog; a Grand 
Serio-Comic Romance^ in tuo Acts. Written by 
Frederick Reynolds, 8vo. pp. 46. 

Those who look into this Romance in the expecta- 
tion of dnding an interesting plot, well-arranged in- 
cidents, novel und striking characters, or elegant and 
spirited <lialogue, will be woefully disappointed. 
There is a '* most plentiful lack" of all these. The 
author has made up for them by introducing a couple 
of new actors — namely, a Dog, and a piece of Water I 
If the Public can be delighted by such means, the 
Author is not much to blame. It is certainly easier 
to procure a dog than a splendid sally of wit. What 
will next be iutioduced on the stage it is impos* 
»ible to divine. 
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Raising the Wind; a Farce^ in two Acts ; as performed 
at the Theatre Royal C&oent Garden^ By James 
Kenney. Svo. pp. 37* 

This Farce is well calculated for stage effect. In 
tbe closet it loses many of its attractions. It has, 
however, much humour. The plot is slight, but not 
ill-managed, and the character of Diddler, who 
lives by borrowing insignificant sums, is kept up with 
effect. 



CATALOGUE. 

The Works of Abiaham Cowley, with Dr. Johnson's 

Preface, and Remarks by J, Aikin, M. D. 3 vols. 

l^mo. 
Originalia, a Poem on Moral and Political Evil ; and 

Ideas relating to universal Money, and the £ng* 

lish Language as the Dialect of Man. 
A Poem, entitled the Frantic Conduct of John Bull ; 

or, a Review of his Wars and Debts. l!2mo. 
A Not Guilty Ode, I say, or a Variegated Poem on 

Captain Macnamara, Not Guilty of Manslaughter. 

Svo. 
The Argument of the Foxiad, with Extracts ; and a 

Dedication to the Eulogists of Bonaparte, by the 

Author of the Regicide, Svo. 
^eneficence, or Verses addressed to the Patrons of 

the Society for bettering the condition of the 

Poor, by Thomas Alston Warren, B. D. 4to, 
An Elegy on the late Colonel Robert Montgomeryi 

by S. L. Francis, 4to. 
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Orlando and Seraphina, or the Funeral Pile, aii 
Heroic Drama, by Francis Lathom, 8vo< 

Bonaparte's Soliloquy on the Invasion of England, 
an Essay, in blank Verse. 

Patriotic Effusions resulting from recent Events^ and 
from tbe Circumstances of tlie Times, 4to. 

Bonaparte, or tbe Free Booter, by John Scott Ripon, 
Esq. 8vo. 

The Impetus, a Poem, by George Van Straubenzee, 
8vo. 

Invasion, a Poem, in blank Verse, addressed to the 
Military of Great Britain, 4to. 

The War Ofieiing, a small Collection of Songs, dedi- 
cated to Bonaparte, by J. Amphlett* 

The Patriotic Clarion, or Britain's Call to 'Gloiy, 
original Songs, written on the threatened Invasion, 
by J. Bisset, Author of the Orphan Boy, &c. 

The Invasion, by Joseph Read, M« D. 

Une Folie, a comic Opera, being a Translation from 
the Oiiginal of Love Laughs at Locksmiths, Svo. 
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